. 


M2 FIR" - 
rh 


4 _ 
* 
RUSS 


* 


ee 


S 
22 


3 
4 


15 
IN 


— 


* 


e 
E 


* 


WA 


$1434 4447 Q f 3 ira Feftrrrrr 
Mn ett 
e \ ! | (ek 


2 


Cn 


Nadz! 
0 of: 


155 


0 
855 
7 1 


with” 


7 Gion 

Dublin); 

Printed by Jolm Toough 

M2 Meath Street 1790. 


N 4 


N 4 T7 : 


N 
5 „ 
4 7 * 1 
I 4 A 7 
8 
P * „ 
— n 1 


* „ 
I 5 
— OO 
983 
* — 


0: ö 


* 
* 
— — — 222 — —— — ＋ꝙꝗʒꝓꝛꝑvyᷣ—y  - — — — * + the — * 3 — FL FEY ** _—_ TY a * 
— he] — 
„ j 2 — — — — — 
— ñ̃ꝰ — = —— — 
* — 
— — 


n 4 
Sin ent ns, 


PREFACE. 


M of 8 1 ti; in the early ſeafon of their 
lives, have a reliſh for the beauties of poetry; fre 
from the ſordid and inordinate lòve of ſelf, and 
uncorrupted by the vices and foliies of an alluring 
world, they are moſt commonly captivated by thoſe 
animating deſcriptions which a warm and lively 
fancy draws from the boſom of nature, and pre- 
ſents to them in the pure unſullied garb of 
chaſtity and innocence, In ſome meaſure to direct 
this taſte to proper objects, this ſelection will con- 
| fiſt of ſuch pieces only as in the judgment of the 


raue, have a tendency to animate the carts of thoſe: 


A ” . 


RR 


FPR EFT . 


who read them witn a love of virtue and of honour : 
to awaken the moſt tender ſenſations in the hu- 
man breaſt ; to inculcate ſentiments df philanthropy 
and to elevate the mind with' love and gratitude to 
Him fiom whom every good and benevolent affec- 
tion derives its exiſtence, and who alone enlightens 


the underſtanding with every really beautiful and 


uſeful idea, thereby rendering it ſubſervient to the 
great end of creation the true happinefs of all his 
creatures, | 
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1 the hu- 
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SELECT POEMS. 
— . — 
TRUE FREE DO. 


BY COW PER: 


E is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all are ſlaves beſide. There's not-a chain 


That helliſh foes confed'rate for his harm 


Can wind around him, but he caſts it off 

With as much eaſe as Sampſon his green withes. 
He looks around into the varied field 

Of Nature, and though poor, perhaps, compar'd 


With thoſe whoſe manſions glitter in his ſight, 


Calls the delightful ſcen'ry all his own. 


His are the mountains, and the vallies 5 
And the reſplendent rivers: his to enjoy 


With a propriety that none can feel, 

But who, with filial confidence inſpir'd, 
Can lift to Heaven an unpreſumptuous eye, 

And ſmiling ſay - My father made them all. 

Are they not his by a peculiar right, 

5 And by an emphaſis of int'reſt his, 
Whoſe eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 


Whoſe heart with praiſe, and whoſe exalted mind 
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2 SELECT FPO EMS. | 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love His Wo 
That plann'd, and built, and ſtill upholds a wor'd Thou ſh 
So cloath'd with beauty for rebellious man? Fine e 
Yes—ye may All your garners, ye that reap | Made pi 
The loaded ſoil, and ye may waſte much good Till ther 
In ſenſeleſs riot; but ye will not find, Brutes g 
In feaſt or in the chace, in ſong or dance, And cyes 
A liberty like lis, who, unimpeach'd It yields 
Of uſurpation, and to no man's wrong, ERuminat. 
Appropriates nature as his Father's work, Beneath, 
And has a richer uſe of yours than you. From inl; 
Te is indeed a freeman; free by birth | Min viey 
Of no mean plann'd city, or e'er the hills With Wh 
Were built, the fountains open'd, or the tea But not. 
With all his roaring multitude of Waves. The parad 
His freedom is the. fame in every ſtate, And ſuch 
And no condition of his changeful life, Not ſo th 
So Hanifold in cares, whoſe ev'ry day And in thi 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it leſs: To read h 
For he has wings that neither fickneſs, pain, Fair as it 
Nor penury, can cripple or confine ; Not ſo for 


No nook fo narrow but he ſpreads them there Much mor 
Vith eafe, and is at large. Th' oppreſſor holds Praiſe that, 
is body bound, but Knows not what a range To earth's; 
Illis ſpirit takes, unconſcious of a chain; its only jus 

And that to bind him is a vein attempt, Che ſoul th 
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F SELECT POEM S. 3 
His works. Admitted once to his embrace, 
Thou ſhalt perceive that thou waſt blind before; 
Thine eye ſhall be inſtructed, and thine heart 

Made pure, ſhall reliſh with divine delight, 

Till then unfelt, what hands divine have wrought, 


Brutes graze the mountain-top with faces prone, 


And eyes intent upon the ſcanty herb 

or recumbent on its brow, 
Ruminate, heedleſs of the ſcene outſpread 
Beneath, beyond, and ftretching far away 
From inland regions to the diſtant main. 
Man views it and admires, 
With what he views. 
But not its Author. Unconcern'd who form'd 
The paradife he ſees, he finds it ſuch, 

And ſuch well-pleas'd to find it, aſks no more. 
Not ſo the mind that has been touch'd from Heav'n, 
And in the fchool of ſacred wiſdom taught 

To read his wonders, in whofe thought the world, 
Fair as it is, exiſted e'er it was: 

Not ſo for his own fake merely, but for his 
Much more who faſh ion'd it, he gives it praiſe; 


but refls content 
The landſcape has his praiſe, 


Praiſe that, from earth reſulting, as it ought, 


To earth's acknowledg'd Sovereign, finds at once 
its only juft proprictor in Him. 

Che ſoul that ſees him, or receives ſublini'd 
wel s New faculties, or learns at leaſt t' employ 

zuldſt d: 


ade ore N the pow'rs the own'd before, 
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1 SELECT POEMS, 


Diſcerns in all things, what with ſtupid gaze 
Of ignorance till then ſhe overlock d, 

A ray of heavn'ly light gilding all forms 
Terreſtrial, in the vaſt and the minute, 

The unambiguous footſteps of the God 

Who gives its luſtre to an inſects wing, 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds, 
Much converſant with Heav'n, ſhe often holds 
With thoſe fair miniſters of light to man, 
That fill the ſkies nightly with filent pomp, 


Sweet conference; enquires what ſtrains were the 
With which IIcav'n rang, when ev'ry ſtar, in hafte 


To gratulare the new created carth, 

Sent forth a voice, and all the ſons of God 
Shouted for joy—“ Tell me, ye ſhining hoſts, 

© That navigate a fea that knows no ftorms, 

% Eeneath a vault unſullied with a cloud, 

f from your elevation, whence ye view 

«© Diſtinctly ſcenes inviſible to man, 

“ And ſyſtems, of whoſe birth no tidings yet 
„Have reach'd this nether world, ye ſpy a race 
% Favour'd as ours, tranſgreſſors from the womb, 
And hating to a grave, yet doom'd to riſe, 

„Aud to poſſeſs a brighter heav'n than yours? 
© As one who, long detain'd on foreign ſhores, 
6 Pants to return, and when he ſees afar 
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From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 
« Radiant with joy towards the happy land. 
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SELECT POEMS, 


% 80 I with animated hopes behold, 

% And many an aching with, your beamy fires, 

& That ſkew like beacons in the blue abyſs, 

& Ordain'd to guide th' embodied ſpirit home 
“From toilſome life to never-ending reſt, 

« Love kindles as I gaze, I feel defires 

&© That give aſſurance of their own ſucceſs, 

4 And that infus'd from Heav'n muſt thither tend," 


So reads he Nature, when the lamp of truth 
Iluminates ; thy lamp, myſterious word! 
Which whoſo ſees no longer wanders loft, 
With intelle&s bemaz'd, in endleſs doubt, 
Thou haſt built, 


With means that were not till by thee employ'd, 


But runs the road of wiſdom. 


Worlds that had never been, hadſt thou in ſtrength 
Been leſs, or leſs benevolent than ſtrong. 


They are thy witneſſes, who ſpeak thy pow'r 
And goodneſs infinite, but ſpeak in ears 

That hear not, or receive not their 
In vain thy creatures teſtify of thee 
Till thou proclaim thyſelf, Theirs is indeed 

A teaching voice; but *tis the praiſe of thine," 
That whom it teaches, it makes prompt to learn, 
And with the boon gives talents for its uſe. 

Cill thou art heard, imaginations vain 


repoit, 


batter'd rocPoffeſs the heart, and fables falſe as hell, 


ts an eye 
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The uniform'd and heedleſs ſons of men. 

We give to chance, blind chance, ourſclves as blind, 
The glory of thy work, which yet appears 
Perfect and unimpeachable of blame, 

Chailenging human ſcrunity, and prov'd 

Then ſkilful moſt when moſt ſeverely judg'd. 

But chance is not; or is not where thou reign'ſt 
Thy providence forbids that fickle pow'r 

If pow'r ſhe be that works but to confound) 
To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws. 

Yet thus we dote, refuſing while we can 
Inſtruction and inventing to ourſelves _ 

Gods ſuch as guilt make welcome, Gods that fleep, 
Or diſregard our follies, or that fit 

Amus'd ſpectators of this buſtling ſtage, 

Thee we reject, unable to abide 

Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure, | 
Made ſuch by thee, we love thee for that cauſe 
For which we ſhunn'd and hated thee before. 
Then we are free: then liberty, like day, 
Breaks on the ſoul, and by a flaſh from Heay'n 
Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 

A voice is heard that mortal ears hear not 

Till thou haſt touch'd them; 'tis the voice of ſon; 
A loud Heſanna ſent from all thy works, 

Which he that hears it with a ſhout, repeats, 
And adds his rapture to the gen'ral praiſe. 

In that bleſt moment, Nature throwing wide, 
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SELECT POEMS. 7 
Her veil opaque, diſcloſes with a ſmile 

The author. of her beautics, who, retir'd 

Behind his own creation, works unſeen 

By the impure, and hears his power denied. 

Thou art the ſource and centre of all minds, 
Their only point of reſt, Eternal Word! 

From thee departing, they are loft, and rove 

At random, without honour, hope or, peace, 

From thee is all that ſoothes the life of man, 
His high endeavour, and his glad ſucceſs, - 

His ſtrength to ſuter, and his will to ſerve, 

But, oh ! thou bountcous Giver of all God, 
Thou art of all thy gifts thyſelf the crown! 

Give what thou canſt; without thee we are poor, 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 


EMPLOYMENT. 
BY THE SAME. 


OW various his employments, whom the world 
Calls idle, and who juſtly, in return, 
Efteems that buſy world an idler too ! 
Friends, bocks, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 
Delightful induſiry enjoy'd at home, 
And Nature in her cultivated trim 


TS SELECT-POEMS, 
Dreſs'd to his taſte inviting him abroad 
Can he want occupation who has thefe ? 
Will he be idle who has munch t' enjoy? 


Me, therefore, ſtudious of laborious caſe, 

Not flothful ; happy to deceive the time, 

Not waſte it; and aware that human life 

Is but a loan to be repaid with uſe, 

When he ſhall call his debtors to account, 
From whom are all our bleſſings, bus'neſs find 
Ev'n here. While ſedulous 1 ſeek t' improve, 
At leaſt neglect not, or leave unemploy'd 

The mind he gave; driving it, though flack 
Too oft and much impeded in his work 


By cauſes not to be divulg'd in, vain, 

To its juſt point—the ſervice of mankind, 

He that attends to his interior ſelf, 

That has a heart and keeps it: has a mind 
That hungers and ſupplies it; and who ſecks 
A ſoclal, not a diſſipated life, 

Has buſineſs. Feels himſelf engaged to atchieve 
No unimportant, though a filent taſk. 

A life all turbulence and noiſe may ſeem 

To him that leads it wiſe, and to be prais'd; 
But wiſdom is a pearl with moft ſucceſs 
Sought in ſtill water, and beneath clear ſkies, 
He that is ever occupied in ſtorms, 

Or dives not for it, or brings up inſtead, 
Vainly induſtrious, a diſgraceful prize, 
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SELECT POEMS, 
ON 
SLAVERY; 
BY THF SAM. 


H for a lodge in ſome vaſt wilderneſs, 
Some boundleſs contiguity of ſhade, 
Where rumour of oppreſſion and deccit, 
Of unſucceſsful and ſucceſsful war, 
Might never reach me more, My ear is pain'd, 
My ſoul is ſick with every day's report 
Of wrong and outrage with which carth is fill'd, 
There is no ficth in man's obdurate heart, 
It does not feel for man, The nat'ral bond 
Of brotherhood is ſever'd as the flax 


That falls aſunder at the touch of fire, 
He finds his fellow guilty of a (xn | 
Not celour'd like his cwn; and having rower | 


1 inforce the wrong for ſuch a worthy cauſe, 
Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey, 
Lands interſected by a narrow frith 

Abhor each other. Mountains interpos'd, 
Make enemies of nations, who had elſe, 

Like kindred drops, been ming 1'd into one. 
Thus men devotes his brother, and deſtroys; ; 
And worſe than all, and mcſt to be deplor'd, 
As human neture's, brondeſt, ſouleſt blot, 
Chains him and taſks him, and cx.ct5 his ſweat 
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With ſtripes, that Mercy with a bleeding heat 
Weeps when ſhe ſees inflicted on a beaſt. 


Then what is man? And what man ſeeing this, 


And having human feclings, does not bluſh 
And hang his head, to think himſelf a man? 
I would not have a ſlave to till my ground, 
To carry me, to fan me while I ſleep, 

And tremble when I w:ke, for all the wealth 
That finews bought and fold have ever earn'd. 
No ; dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 
Juſt eſtimation priz'd above all price, 

I had much rather be myſelf the ſlave, 


And wear the bonds, than faſten them on him. 


We have no ſlaves at home—then why abroad? 
And they themſelves once ferried o'er the wave 
That parts us, are cmancipate and loos'd. 


ME Slaves cannot breathe in England, if their lungs 


Receive the air, that moment they are free, 


They touch our country, and their ſhakles fall. 


- That's noble, and beſpeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the bleſſing. Spread it then, 

And let it circulate through ev'ry vein, 

Of all your empire, 
Is felt, mankind may feel her merey too, 


That where Britain's power 
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-SELECT POE Mess. IT 
ON 
DEATH. 


A NIGHT PIECE, 
BY-PARNEL. 


* the blue taper's trembling light 


No more I waſte the wakeful night, 


Intent with endleſs view to pore 


The ſchoolmen and the ſages o'er: 
Their books from wiſdom widely ſtray 


Or point at beſt the longeſt way, 
I'll ſeck a readier path, and go 
: Where wiſdom's ſurely taught below. 


How Gdecp yon azure dies the {ky |! 


«Where orbs of gold benumber'd lic; : 
While through their ranks, in filver pride, 
The nether creſcent ſeemis to glide 


The lumbering breeze forgets to breathe, 


The lake is ſmooth and clear beneath, 


Where once again the ſpangled ſhow 
Deſcends w mect our eyes below. 

The grounds which on the right aſpire 
In dimneſs from the view retire ; 

The left preſents a place of graves, 
Whoſe wall.the filent waters laves. 
That ſteeple guides thy doubtful ſight 
Pon the lived gleams of night, 
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There paſs, with melancholy ſtate, 

By all the ſolmen heaps of fate ; 

And think, as ſoftly ſad you tread 
Above the venerable dead, 

„ Time was, like thee they life poſſeſt, 
„ And time ſhall be that thou ſhalt reſt.”? 


Thoſe graves, with bending ozier bound, 


That nameleſe heave the crumbPd ground, 
Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſc, 
Where toil and poverty repoſe. 
The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 
The chiſſel's flender help to fame, 
(Which ere our ſ2t of friends decay 
Their frequent ſteps may wear away,) 
A middle race of mortals own, 
Men half ambitious, all unknown. 
Tue marble tombs that riſe on higb, 
Whoſe dead in vaulted arches lie. 
\W hoſe pillars fell with ſculptur'd tones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones; 
Theſe, all the poor remains of ſtate, 
Adorn the rich or praiſe the great; 
Who, while on earth. in fame they live, 
Are ſenſcleſs of the fame they give 
Ha! while I gaze pale Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 


All flow and wan, and wrapp'd with hrouds; 


They riſe in viſionary crowds, 
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And all with ſober accent cry, 
6 Think, mortal, what it 3s to die.“ 


Now, from yon black and fun' ral yew, 


That bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 


Mcthinks I hear a voice begin— 


Ye ravens, ceaſe your croaking din, 
| * e toiling clocks, no time reſound 


O'er the long lake and midnight ground) 
It ſends a peal of hollow groans, 


Thus ſpeaking from among the bones. 


„When men ray ſcythe and darts ſupply, 
How great a King of fears am T! 
They view me like the laſt of things, 


They make, and then they dread, my ftings : 


Fools if you leſs provok'd your fears, 
No more my ſpectre form appears. 


| Peath's but a path that muſt be trod, 


If man would ever paſs to God: 
A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe, 


: From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 


Why then thy flowing fable ſtoles, 


Deep pending cypreſs, mourning poles, 
Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 


Long palls, drawn hearſes, cover'd ſteeds, 


And plumes of black, that, as they ticad, 
F od o'er the ſcutcheons of the dead? 
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Nor can the parted body know, 


Nor wants the foul, theſe forms of woe : Exul 
As men who long in priſon dwell, Foſſe 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell: By ti 
Whene'er their ſuffering years are run, Diſtu 
Spring forth to greet the glittering ſun: Till 
Such joy, tho' far tranſcending ſenſe, Fill's 
Have pious ſouls at parting hence. | From 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, They 
A few and evil years they waſte: And 
But, when their chains are caſt aſide, Swee 
See the glad ſcene unfolding wide; Each, 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, Woul 
And mingle with the blaze of day. | 
| | Firſt 
An 
nts And 
Ev. 
THE 
| Next 
PASSIONS, * 
| | In on: 
BY COLLINS. 1 
HEN Muſic, heavenly maid was young, BH 
| While yet in early Greece ſhe ſung, Ta ſole 
The paſſions oft, to hear her ſhell, T 


Throng'd around her magic cell, | $ 
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Exultiug, trembling, raging, fainting, 
poſſeſt beyond the Muſe's painting; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Diſturb'd, delighted, rais'd, re fin'd, | 
Till once, 'tis ſaid, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inſpired, 

From the ſupporting myrtles round 
They ſnatch'd her inſtruments of found, 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madneſs rul'd the hour, 
Would prove his own expreſſive power. 


Firſt Fear his hand, its ſkill to try 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 
And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
 Ev'n at the ſound himſelf had made, 


Next Anger ruſh'd, his eyes on fire, 

In light'nings own'd his ſecret ſtings, 
In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, 
7 And ſwept, with hurried hand, the ſtrings, 

"With woful meaſures, wan Deſpair— 
youngy : Low ſullen ſonnds his grief beguil'd, 
ing, A ſolemn, ſtrange, and mingled air, 
was ſad by fits, by ſtarts twas wild. 
C2 


3*%; 
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But thou O, Hope, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy delighted Meaſure ? 
Still it whiſper'd promis'd pleaſure, _ 
And bade.the lovely ſcenes at. diſtance hail ! 
Still would her touch the ſcene prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on Echo, Mill thro” all the ſong; 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 
And hope enchanted ſmil'd, and way'd her golden hair, 


And longer had ſhe ſung,—but, with a frown, 
Revenge impaticat roſe, | 
He threw his blood-ſtain'd ſword in thunder 1 n, 
And with a withering look, 
The wor denouncing trumpct took, 
And blew a blaſt ſo loud and dread, 
Where ne'er prophetic ſounds ſo full of woes, 
And ever and anon he beat | 
The doubling drum with furious heat : 
And tho' ſometimes, each dreary pauſe between, 
Dejected Pity at his fide, 
Her ſoul-ſubduing voice applied, 
Let ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mein, 
While each ſtrain'd ball of fight ſeem'd bruſting from 
his head, 
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Thy numbers Jealouſy, to nought were fix'd, 


Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful ſtate, 


Oft differing themes the veering ſong was mix'd 


And now it courted Love, now, raving, call'd on Hate. 


With eyes up rais'd, as one inſpir'd, 
Pale Melancholy ſat retir'd. 


And from her wild ſequeſter'd ſeat, 


In notes by diſtance made more ſweet, 

Pour'd through the mellow horn her penſive ſoul; 

7 And daſhing ſoft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels join'd the ſound : 

Thro' glades and glooms the mingled meaſure ſtole, 
Or o'er ſome haunted ſtreanis with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm difufing, 

Love of peace and lonely muſing, 
In hollow murmers, die away. 


| * O, how alter'd was its ſprightlier tone! 
k G When Cheerfulneſs, a nymph of healthieſt hue, 


Her bow acroſs her ſhoulder flung, 
| Yer buſkin's gemm'd with morning dew 
Blew an aſpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
ti hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 
- The oak-crown'd fifters, and their chaſte, ey'd queen 
© Satyrs and ſylvan boys were ſeen, 


5 re ping ſrom forth their alleys green; 


Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, 


And Sport op: d up, and ſeiz'd his beechen ſpear, 


1 


FT 
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* « . 8 pes . 
Laff came Joy's extatic trial, ITis f. 


He, with viny crown advancing, Thy hi 
Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addreſt, Haden 
But ſoon he ſaw the briſk awakening viol, Than | 


Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd the beſt. Even? 
They would have thought, who heard the ſtrain, Cecilia 


They ſaw in Tempe's vale her native maids, O bid « 
To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing, Revive 
While, as his flying fingers kiſs'd the ſtrings. Return 


Love fram'd with mirth a gay fantaftic round, Qoyfirr 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her zone unbound, 
And he amid his frolic play, 1 
As if he would the the charming air repay, 3 

Shook thouſand odcurs from his dewy Wings. 1 


Muſic! ſphere-deſcended maid, 
Friend of pleaſure, wiſdom's aid, 
Why, Goddeſs, why to us denied ? 
Lay'ft thou thy ancient lyre afide ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 
You learn'd in all commanding power, 
Thy mimic ſoul, O nymph endear'd, 
Can well recal what then is heard, — 
Where is thy native ſimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energie, chaſte, ſublime ! 
Thy wonders in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recouding fiſter's page - 
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is ſaid, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humbleſt reed could more prevail, 
| Hlad more of ſtrength, diviner rage, 


ö Than all which charms tbis laggerd age, 
the beſt. Even all at once together found, 
ſtrain, Cecilia s mingled world of ſound— 
ds, 0 bid our vain endcavours ceaſe, 

Revive the juſt deſigns of Greece. 
„ Return in all thy ſimple ſtate; 
ic round, Confirm the tales her ſons relate! 
unbound/ N 

5 Tu 

ee, RUSTIC COT. 
2 N BY MASON. 


OR is that Cot, of which fond fancy draws 
| This caſual picture, alien from our theme. 
Fevice it at morn; its opening latch, 
Tuo; Penury and Toil within reſide, 
mall pour thce forth a youthful progeny 
"Glowing with health and beauty: (ſuch the dower 
Of equal Heav'n) ſee how the ruddy tribe 
1 hrong round the threſhold, and, with vacant gaze 
N -£ alute thee ; call the loiterers in to uſe, 
And form of theſe thy fence, the living fence 
That graces what it guards. Thou think'ſt perchance 
Th: t, ſkilPd in nature's heraldry, thy art, 
[; Is, in the limits of yon fragrant tuft, 
L Qariball d each roſc, that to the eye of Jons 
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The liberty they lend, oft ſhalt thou hear 


Spreads its peculiar crimfon ; do not err, 

The lovelieſt ſtill is wanting, the freſh roſe 

Of innocence, it bloſſoms on their cheek, 

And lo, to thee they bear it! ſtriving each 

In panting race, who firſt ſhall reach the lawn, 
Proud to be call'd thy ſhepherds,, Want, alas! 
Has. o'er their little limbs her livery hung, 

In many a tatter'd fold, yet ſtill thoſe limbs 

Are ſhapely ; their rude locks ſtart from their brow 
Yet on that open brow, its deareſt throne, 

Sits ſweet Simplicity, Ah, clothe the troop 

In ſuch a ruſſet garb as beſt befits 

Their paſtoral office: let the leathern ſcrip 

Swing at their fide, tip thou their crook with ſtee! 
And braid their hats with ruſhes, then to each 
Aſſign his ſtation; at the cloſe of eve, 

Be it their care to pen in hurdled cote 

The flock, and when the matin prime returns, 
Their care to ſet them free; yet watching fill 


Their whiſtle ſhrill, and oft thcir faithful dog 
Shall with obedient barkings fright the flock 
From wrong er robbery. The livelong day 
Meantime rolls lightly o'er their happy heads ; 
They baſk on ſunny hillocks, or diſport 

In ruſtic paſtime, while that lovelieſt grace, 
Which only lives in actions unreftrain'd, 
Toev'ry ſimple geſture lends a charm, 
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ODE To TRUTH. 


BTH MASON. . 
i "he will no white-rob'd Son of Light, 
TER 1 Swift-darting from his heav'nly height, 
. lere deign to take his nallow'd ftand ; 
5 Here wave his amber locks; unfold 


His pinions cloath'd with downy gold; 
| | Here, ſmiling, ſtretch his tutelary wand? 
| And you, ye hoſt of ſaints, for ye have known 
P 
Koch dreary path in Life's perplexing Maze 
_* Tho! now ye circle yon eternal throne 
++ ee! With harpings high of inexpreſſive praiſe; 


Ir brow 


NY 3 Will not your train deſcend in radiant ſtate, 
| To break with Mercy's beam this Wabern cloud of 
# Fate? 

urns 5 „ 3 | | 
ain 1 Tis ſilence all. No Son of Light 

| | : Darts ſwiftly from his heav'nly height: 
dag Þ$ 3 ” No train of radiant ſaints deſcend, 
1 } 4% Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 


| 4 4 Tf guilt, if fraud has ſtain'd your mind, 
"24 “6 Or Saint to hear, or Angel to defend.“ 
is þ J So Truth proclaims, I hear the ſacred ſound 
E urſt from the center of her burning throne : | 
1 Where aye ſhe fits with flar wreath'd luſtre crown'd 
A bright Sun claſps her adamantine zone, 
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Of elemental droſs, of mould'ring clay, 


Fluſh'd with the bloom of youth chrough Heaven's 4 


And taught Archangels their triumphant ſong. 
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So Truth proclaims: her awful voice I hear: Frleas 
With many a ſolemn pauſe it Sowly meets my en F” nf 
| Soft v 
« Attend, ye Sons of Men; attend, and ſay, nd LY 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray | T Saw t 
Break thro” the veil of your mortality? _ The t 

Say, does not reaſon in this form deſcry 0 
Unnumber' d, nameleſs glories, that ſurpaſs "4 pon 
The Angel's floating pomp, the Seraph's glowing gras Heay 
Shall then yc ur carth-born daughters vie F 3 1 
With me? Shall ſhe, whoſe brigbteſt eye | 5 FO 
But emulates the diamond's blaze, | 5 A 
Thus the 


Whoſe cheeks but mock tie peach's bloom, 
Whoſe breath the hyacinths perfume, 

Whoſe melting voice the warbling woodlark's lays; | 
Shall ſhe be deem'd my rival? Shall a form ; if :C 


Vie with theſe charms empyreal? The poor worm 3 
Shall prove her conteſt vain. Life's little day ; 
Shall paſs,. and ſhe is gone: while I appear 


Wou 
(The 


eternal year. Jet war 


Wo ne 

Know. mortals, know, ere firſt ye ſprung, An inac 
Ere firſt theſe orbs in æther hung, That er: 
I ſhone amid the heavenly throng; But he 
Theſe eyes beheld Creation's day, Will tre 
This voice began the choral lay, The cre 
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1 SELECT POEMS. 23 
Pleas'd I ſurvey'd bright nature's gradual birth, 


; my e eu infant Light with kindling luſtre ſpread, 
— Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flow'ring earth, 

And Ocean heave on its extended bed: 

V9 - 


Sau the tall pine aſpiring pierce the ſky, 
The tawny lion ſtalk, the rapid eagle fly. 


| :Laft, Man aroſe, ere& in youthful grace, 

ing grace . Heav*n's hallow'd image ſtamp'd upon his face, 
And, as he roſe, the high beheſt was given, 

3 F © That I alone, of all the hoſt of heav'n, 


a Should reign protectreſs of the godlike Youth: 
om, T hus theAlmighty ſpake: he ſpake,and call'd me Truth, 
k's lays; 7 | : 

a CRUELTY ro BRUTES. 

oor Worm 4 BY COWPER. 

day | 

Dear Would not enter on my lift of friends 

Heaven's 1 (Though grac'd with poliſh'd manners and fine ſen fe 


Yet wanting ſenſibility) the man 

Who needleſsly ſets foot upon a worm. 
ng, An inadvertant ſtep may cruſh the ſnail 
That crawls at evening in the public path; 
But he that has humanity, forewarn'd, 
Will tread aſide, and let the reptile live. 
The creeping vermin, loathſome to the ſight, 
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And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes 
A viſitor unwelcome into ſcenes 

Sacred to neatneſs and repole, th' alcove, 

The chamber, or refectory, may die. 

A neceſſary act incurs no blame. 

Not ſo when held within their proper bounds 
And guiltleſs of offence they range the air, 

Or take their paſtime in the ſpacious field; 
There they are privileged, And he that hunts 
Or harms them there, 1s guilty of a wrong, 
Diſturbs the ceconomy of nature's realm, 

Who when ſhe form'd, deſign'd them an abode, 
The ſum is this; if man's convenience health, 
Or ſafety interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and muſt extinguiſh theirs. 
Elſe they are all—the meaneſt things that are; 
As free to live and to enjoy that life, 

As God was free to form them at the firſt, 
Who, in his ſov'reign wiſdom, made them all. 
Ye therefore who love mercy, teach your ſons 
To love it too. The ſpring time of our years 
Is ſoon diſhonour'd and defiled in moſt 

| By budding ills, that afk a prudent hand 

To checks them. But, alas! none ſooner ſhoots, 
If unreſtrain'd, into luxuriant growth, | 
Than cruelty, moſt deviliſh of tiem all. 
Mercy to him that ſhows it is the rule 

And righteous limitation of its act 
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1 


{> 
2 


des 5 By which Heav'n moves in pard'ning guilty man; 
: And he that ſhows none, being ripe in years, 
And conſcious of the outrage he commits, 
Shall ſeck. it, and not find it in his turn. 
3 Diſtinguiſh'd much by reaſon, and itil more 
ds By our capacity of grace div} 
From creatures that exiſt but Tor our f. Ake, 
Which, having ferv'd us, periſh, we are held 
OR 7 Accountable; and God, ſome future day, 
3 Will reckon With us roundly for th' avuſe 
of what he deems no mean or trivial trutt, 
bode, 4 Super! lor as we are, they yet depend 
alth, 5 No more on human help, than we on theirs. 
| Their ſtrength, or ſpeed, or vigilance, were giv'n 
| In aid of our defects. In ſome are found 
Vuch teachable and apprehenſive parts, 


res ” ws | 
That man's attainments in his own concerns, 
4 with th' expertneſs.of the brutes in theirs, 
all Are oſt-times vanquith'd and thrown far behind. 
Ze YN bb 15 * 
HEN Pome ſhow that nice lazacity of ſmell, 
cars And read with ſuch diſcernment, in the port 
| And figure of the man, his ſecret aim, 
That oft we owe our ſafety to a (kill 
| We could not teach, and muſt deſpair 
ſhoots, pair to learn. 


ve learn we might, if not too proud to ſtoop 
To quadrupede inſtructors, many a good 

1 And uſeful quality, and virtue too 
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Rarely exemplified among ourſelves, 
Attachment never to be wean'd or changed 
By any change of fortune, proof alike 
Againſt unkindneſs, abſence, and neglect; 
Fidelity, that neither bribe nor threat 


Can move or warp, 1 for ſmal] 
And trivial favors, laſffhng as the life, 


And gliſtening even in the dying eye, 


PARADISE RESTORED. 
BY THE SAME. 
HE groans of nature in this nether world, 


Foretold by prophets, and by poets ſung, 
Whoſe fire was kindlcd at the prophets? lamp, 
The time of reſt, the promiſed ſabbath comes. 
Six thouſand years of forrow have well nigh 
Fulfilled their tardy and diſaſtrous courſe 

Over a ſinful world, And what remains 

Of this tempeſtuous ſtate of human things, 

Is merely as the working of a fea 

Before a calm, that rocks itſelf to reſt. 

For he whoſe car the winds are, and the clouds 


Which Heav'n has heard for ages, have an end.“ 
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7 SELECT POEMS: 

The duſt that waits upon this ſultry march 
"When fin hath mov'd him, and his wrath is hot, 
Shall viſit earth in mercy ; ſhall deſcend 


Propitiovs, i in his chariot paved with love, 


And what his ſtorms have blaſted and defaccd 
For man's revolt, ſhall with a ſmile repair. 


Sweet is the harp of prophecy, Too ſweet 
Not to be wrong'd by a mere mortal touch, 
Ps can the wonders it records, be ſung 
4 Jo meaner muſic, and not ſuffer loſs. 

But when a poet, or when one like me, 

Happy to rove among poctic flow'rs 
thous zh poor in ſkill to rear them, lights at laſt 

On ſome fair theme, ſome theme divinely fair, 

3 Such is the impulſe and the ſpur he feels 


| 1 To give it praiſe proportioned to its worth, 


That not t' attempt it, arduous as he deems 


1 The labor, were a taſk more arduous ſtill. 


. 
25 


Oh ſcenes ſurpaſſing fable, and yet true, 


- Scenes of accompliſh'd bliſs! which who can ſee 

I Though but in diſtant proſpect, and not feel 

5 His ſoul refreſh'd with fortaite of the joy ? 

'F Rivers of gladneſs water all the earth, 

| 4 And clothe all climes with beauty; the reproacin 
Of barrcneſs is paſt, The fruitful field 
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SELECT POEMS. 
Laughs with abundance, and the land once lean, 
Or fertile my in its own diſgrace, 
ce its thiſtly curſe repealed, 
Tie various ſeaſon woven into one, 
And that one ſeaſon an eternal ſpring, 


ſame giro 


Together, or all gambol in the 


Ve . 


in the ſerpent now, 


No foe to man 


The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence 
For there is none to covet, all are full, 

The lion, and the libbard, and the bear, | 
Graze with the fearleſs flocks, All baſk at noon 
ſhade | 
and drink one common ſtream, 
Antipathies are none. 
The mother ſees 
And {miles to fee her infant's play ful hand 
Stretch'd forth to dally with the creſted worm, 
To ſctroke his azure neck, or to receive 

The lambent homage 


of his arrowy tongue. 


Diſeaſe 


All creatures worſhip man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error has no place; 
peſt: lence is driv'n away, 
The breath ot Hcav'n has chaſed it, 
No paſſion touches a diſcordant firing, 
But all is harmony and love, 


In the beart 


The pure ard uncontaminate blood 


de cone, nor fears the froſt of age; 
Ore ſorg employs all nations, and all cry 

« Worthy the Lamb, for he was flain for us.“ 
The dwcllers in the vales and on the rocks, 
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= SELECT POEMS, 
lean, i 

= Shout to each other, and the mountain tops 
3 From diſtant mountains catch the flying joy, 
3 Till nation after nation taught the ſtrain, 
| 5 Each rolls the rapturous Hoſanna rouns, 
1 ' Behold the treaſu;e of the promiſe filled, 


D 3: 


CY 


Fence | 
| See Salem built, the labour of a God! 
1 Bright as a ſun the ſacred city ſhines; 
N * 4 All kingdoms ang all princes of the earth 
| Flock to that light; the glory of all lands 
ſiren, | Flows into her, unbounded is her joy 
And endleſs her increaſe. Thy rams are there 
os | Nabaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there; 
The leoms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind. 
rm, L And Saba's ſpicy groves pay tribute there. | 
2 Praiſe is in all her gates. Upon her walls, 
4 3 And in her ſtreets, and in her fpacious courts 
1 Is heard ſalvation, Eaſtern Java there 
. Z Kneels with the native of the fartheſt Weſt, 
; 3 And Ath'opia ſpreads abroad the hand 
. b And worſhips, Her report has travell'd forth 
Into all lands. From every clime they come 
5 To ſee thy beauty and to ſhare thy joy, 
| 2 O Sion! an aſſembly ſuch as earth 
age; | a Saw never, ſuch as Heav'n ſtoops down to ſee. 
us.“ | 3 Thus heav'n- ward all things tend. For all were once 
. 4 Perfect, and all muſt be at length reſtord. 
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A world that does not dread and hate his laws, 
And ſuffer for its crime: would learn how fair 
The creature is that God pronoupces good, 

How pleaſant in itſelf what pleaſes him. 

Here ev*ry drop of honey hides a ſting, 

Worms wind themſelves into our ſweeteſt flow'rs, 
And ev'n the joy that haply ſome poor heat 
Derives from H2av'n, pure as the fountain is, 

Ts ſullied in the ſtream; taking a taint 

From touch of human lips, at beſt impure, 


As this is groſs and ſelfiſh 1 over which. 
Cuſtom and pre;udice ſhall bear no ſway 
That govern all things here, ſhould'ring afide 
The meek and modeſt Truth, and forcing her 
To ſeek a refuge from the tongue of Strife 
In nooks obſcure, far from the ways of men 
Where violence ſhall never lift the ſword, 
Nor cunning juſtify the proud man's wrong, 
Leaving the poor no remedy but tears. 
Where he that fills an office, ſhall eſteem 
Th? occafion it preſents of doing good 
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So God has greatly purpoſed ; who would elſe : 

In his diſhonoured works himſelf endure 3 Selden 
Diſhonour, and be wrong'd without redreſs, 6 1 And e- 
Haſte then, and wheel away a ſhatter'd world, 1 A wor 
Ye flow revolving ſeaſons! We would ſce, 4 Where 
(A fight to which our eyes are ſtrangers yet) 4 Nor fi 
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SELECT POEMS, 


2 More than the perquiſite. Where law fſhal} ſpeak 
2 Seld.m or never but as wiſdom prompts 

5 And equity; not jealous more to guard 

$ A worthleſs form, than to decide aright. 
Where faſhion thall not ſan tity abuſe, 
| Nor ſmooth EEG F e u prace) 
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SE 48: 0N: 9. 
BY THOMSON. 


HESE, as they change, Almighty Father, theſe 
| Are but the vARIED God. The rolling year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 

F I Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love, 

| I Wide fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm ; 
c 7 Echo the mountains. round; the foreſt ſmiles ; 


wk EIT, 


And every ſenſe and every heart is joy: 


— 
74 3 


Then comes thy glory in the ſummer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy ſun 


1 


Shoots full perfection thro' the ſwelling year: 


And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks, 
; L And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
Puy brooks and groves, in hollow-Whiſp'ring gales. 
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Thy beauty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 
And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives, 
In Winter awful Thou ! with clouds and ftorms 
Around thee thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll'd, 
Majeftic darkneſs ! on the whirlwind's wing, 
Riding ſublime, Thou bidſt the world adore, 

And humbleſt nature with thy northern blaſt. 
Myſterious round; what ſkill, what force divine 
eep- felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, 

Yet fo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind art, 

Such beauty and beneficence combin'd ; 

Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into ſhade ; 

And all fo forming an harmonious Whole; 

That as they ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 

But wandering oft, with rude unconſcious gaze. 


That, ever buſy wheels the filent ſpheres ; 

Works in the ſecret deep ; ſhoots ſteaming thence 
The fair profuſion that o'er ſpreads the Spring; 
Flings from the ſun dire& the flaming day ; 

hurls the tempeſt forth ; 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 


Feeds ev'ry creature; 


With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life, 
Nature, attend; join, every living ſoul 
Beneath the ſpacious temple of the iky, 

In adoration join; and ardent raiſe 

One general ſong; To Him, ye vocal pales, 
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Breathe ſoft, whoſe Spirit in your freſhneſs breathes : 
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8 Oh talk of Him in ſolitary glooms; 

Where o'er the rock the ſcarcely waving pine 
. Fills he brown ſhade with a religious awe ! 

F 4 And ye, whoſe bolder note 1s heard afar, 
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Who ſhoke th' aftoniſh'd world, lift hich to heav'n 
4 Th' impetuous ſong, and ſey from whom you rage, 
Hlis praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. 

Ve head long torrents, rapid and profound; 

| Ye ſofter floods, that lead the humid maze 

Along the vale; and thou, majeſtic main, 

A ſecret world of wonders in thyſcif, 


Sound his ftupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 


So roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 


= j In mingled clouds to Him, whoſe pencil paints, 
ty hand-] . f 4 F 


ve foreſts bend, ye harveſts wave, to Him ; 
Breathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
ve that Keep watch in heav'n, as earth aſleep 


* Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 
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, Ye conſtellations, while your angels firike, 
'E Amid the ſpangled ſky, the filver lyre. 

PE Great ſource of day! beſt image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide. 


From world to world, the vital ocean 1tound, 


On nature write with every beam his praiſe, 


34 SELECT POEMS, 
The thunder rolls; be huſh'd the proſtrate world; 
While cloud to cloud returns the ſolemn hymn. 
Bleat out afreſh ye hills, ye moſſy rock s, 
| Retain the ſound : the broad reponſive low, 
Ye vallies, raiſe : for the Great Shepherd reizn's 
And his unſufffring kingdom yet will come, 
Ye woodlands all! awake: a boundleſs ſong 
Burſt from the groves ; and when the reſtleſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world afleep, 
Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela ! charm 
The liſt'ning ſhades, and teach the Night his praiſe, 
Ye, chief, for whom the whole creation ſmiles, 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn ! in ſwarming cities vaſt, 
Aſſembled men! to the deep organ join 

The long-reſounding voice, oft breaking clear, 
At ſolemn pauſes, through the ſwelling baſe, 
And as each mingling flame increaſes each, 
In one united ardour riſe to heaven. 
Or if you rather chuſe the rural thade, 
And find a fane in every ſacred grove : 
There let the ſhepſherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompting Seraph, and the Poet's lyre, 
Still ſing the God of ſeaſons as they 10h. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
Whether the bloſſom blows, the ſummer ray 
Ruſſets the plain, inſpiring Autumn gleams 
Or Winter :ifes in the blackening Eaſt. 
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Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 


35 


Should fate command me to the fartheſt verge 
Oft the green earth, to diſtant barbarous climes, 

| 4 Rivers unknown to ſong; where firſt the ſun 

: Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 

d Flames on th' Atlantic iſles; *tis nought to me; 
| I Since God 1s ever preſeat, ever felt, 

In the void waſte as in the city full; 

. And where He vital ſpreads, there muſt be joy, 
When even at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 
And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 
I chearful will obey ; there with new powers. 
Will riſing won ler ſing: I cannot go, 

E Where univerſal love not ſmiles around, 


| © Suftaining all yon orbs, and all their ſuns ; 


| : From ſeeming evil ſtill educing good, 

| ö And better thence again, and better ſtill, 
4 In infinite progreſſion.— But I loſe 
Myſelf in Him, in light ineffable! 


Come then, expreſſive ſilence, muſe his praiſe, 
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WI NT EX. 
BY THE SAME. 
Nis done! dread Winter ſpreads his lateſt gioom:, 


How dumb the vegetable Kingdom lies 

How dead the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 

His deſolate dom 1in. Behold, fond man! 

See here thy pictur'd life: paſs ſome few years, 
Thy flow'ring Spring, thy Summer's ardent ftrength, 
Thy ſober Auumn fading into age, 


And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, 
And ſhuts the ſcene, Ah! whither now are fled 


Thoſe dreams of greatneſs? thoſe unſolid hopes 
Of happineſs ? thote longings after fame ? 
Thoſe reſtleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days? 


Loſt between good and ill, that ſhar'd thy life? 
All now are vaniſh'd ! Virtue ſole ſurvives, 


Immortal never-failing friend of man, 


His guide to happineſs on high. And fee ! 
*'Tis come, the glorious morn ! the ſecond birth 
Of heaven and earth! awak*ning Nature hears _ 


The new creating word, and ſtarts to life, 


In ev'ry heighten'd form, from pain and death 


For ever free, The great eternal ſcheme, 


And dreads tremendous o'er the conquer'd yea! 


hoſe gay ſpent feſtive nights ? thoſe veering thoughts Þ 
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SELECT POEMS. 
7 Involving all, and in a perfect whole 
Vniting as the proſpect wider ſpreads, 
Io reaſon's eye refin'd clears up apace. 
Ve vainly wiſe; ye blind preſumptuous ! now, 
Confounded in the duſt, adore that Power 
And Wiſdom oft arraign'd fee now the cauſe 


e Why unaſſuming worth in ſecret liv'd, 
1 d Fea, And dy'd neglected: why the good man's ſhar- 
In life was gall and bitterneſs of ſoul: 
| 5 Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 
In ſtarving ſolitude ; while luxury, 
3 In palaces, lay ſtraining her low thought, 
ſtrength To form unreal wants: why heav'n born truth, 
And moderation fair, wore the red marks 
3 Of ſuperftition's ſcourge : who licens'd pain, 
FS Red That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſom'd foe, 
of 8 Imbitter'd all our bliſs. Ye good diftreſt ! 
Ve noble few! who here unbending ſtand 
we | Bencath life's preſſure, yet bear up awhile, 
1 755 | And what your bounded view, which only ſaw 
ife : 


A little part, deem'd evil, is no more: 
The ſtorms of Winter Time will quickly paſs, 


| And one unbounded Spring encircles all, 
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55 SELECT POEMS. 
THE 
MESSIAH. 
BY POPE. 
E Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong : 
To heavenly themes ſublimer ftrains belong, 
The moſſy fountains, and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The drearus of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more—O thou, my voice inſpire, 
Who touch'd Ifaiah's hallowed lips with fire! 


Rapt into future times, the bard begun : 

A virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 
From Jefſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 

Whoſe facred flow'r with. fragrance fills the ſkies : 
Th' ctherial ſpirit o'cr its leaves ſhall move, 

And on its top, deſcends the myſtic Dove. 

Ye heav'ns | from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in ſoft filence thed the kindly ſhow'r! 

The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade: 
All crimes ſhall ceaſe and ancient fraud fhall fail, 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale ; 

Peace o'cr the world her olive wand extend, 

And white-rob'd innocence from heav'n deſcen*?, 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn ! 
Oh ſpring to light auſpicious Babe, be born! 

See Nature haſte her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 
With all the inccitfe of the breathing ſpring; 


clong, 
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See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 

Se nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, 

See ſpicy clouds from lowly Sharon riſe, 

And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely deſert cheers ; 
Prepare the way! a God, a God appears; 

A God, a God! the vocal hills reply. 

The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 

Lo, eaith receives him from the bending ſkies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains,- and, ye vallies, riſe ! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay : 
Be ſmooth, ye rocks: ye rapid floods, give way 
The Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold; 
Hear him, ye deaf ! and, all ye blind, behold ! 


He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 


And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 
*Tis he th' obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall char, 


And bid new muſic charm th” unfolding ear: 


The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
No figh, no murmur, the wide world ſhail hear 
From ev'ry face he wipes of ev'ry tear. 
In adamantinc chains ſhall death be bound, 
And hell's grim tyrant fcel th' eternal wound. 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Sceks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loft, the wan'dring ſheep directs 
By day o' er ſees thein, and by night protects. 

E 2 
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The tender, lambs he raiſes in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms, 
Thus ſhall mankind bis guardian care engage, 
The promis'd ſather of the future age. 

No more ſhe]! nation againſt nation riſe, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets Kindle rage no more ; 

But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
lind the broad faulchion in a plough- ſnare end. 
Then palazes Nall riſe; the joy ful ſon 

Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
land the ſame hand that ſow'd thall reap the ficld. 
The ſwain in bauen deſerts, with ſurpriſe, 


Sees lilies ſpiing, and ſudden verdure riſe 

Ang farts, aridft the thirfly wilds to hear 
New. ſalls of water würmuring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 

The greca leaf trembles, and the bulruſh nods ; 
Waſte ſandy vallies, once perflex'd with thorn, 
The ſpiry fr, and ſhapely box adorn; 

To la#.efs ſhrubs t he flow'ring palm ſucceed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 

The lambs with wolves hall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyzer lead; 
The ſte er and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 

And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet ; 
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The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
The creſted baſiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 

Pleas'd the green luſtre of their ſcales ſurvey, 
And with their foky tongue fnail innocently play, 
Riſe crown'd with light, imperial Salem, 11ſec! 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 
See a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn, 
See future fons and daughters, vet unborn, 
| In crouding ranks on every fide ariſe, 
id. Diemanding life, impatient for the ſkies ! 
| — See bar'barous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in the light, and in thy gates attend, 
a See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate kings, 
ficld. And heap'd with products of Sabæan ſprings. 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophirs mountains glow, 
See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay. 
And break upon thee in a flood of day, 
Ne more the rifting ſun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor evening Cynthia fill her f:lver horn; 
But loſt, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 
One tide of glory, one unvounced blaze, 
B'erflow thy courts ; the light himifelf ſhall nine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 
The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away ; 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving pow'r remains: 
Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own. Meſſiah reigns ! 
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HAPPINESS: 
BY THE SAME. 


O* happineſs ! our being's end and aim! 
Good,pleaſure, eaſe content! whate'er thy name: 


That ſomething ſtill which prompts the eternal ſigh, 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die: 

Which fill ſo near us, yet beyond us lies; 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wiſe ; 
Flant of celeſtial ſeed ! if dropt below 

Say in what mortal foil thou deign'ſt to grow? 
Fair op'ning to ſome court's propitious ſhine, 

Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine ? 
Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſhan taurcls yield. 
Or rcap'd in iron harvefts of the field ? 


Where grows here grows it not? if vain cur to!! 


We ought to blame the culture, not the ſoil, 
Fix'd to no ſpot is happineſs ſincere, 

Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry where; 
Dis never to be bought, but always free, 


Ard fled from monarchs, St. John, dwells with thee. 


Aſk of the learn'd the way; the tearn'd are blind: 


This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun, mankind. 


Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe, 
1 hoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment, theſe ; 
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Some, ſunk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pain 


U 


Some, ſwell'd to gods, confeſs e'en virtue vain; 
Or indolent : to each extreme they fall, 


To truit in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all, 


Who thus define it, fay they more or leſs 
y Name: , Than this,—that happineſs is hap pineſs? 
| figh, | 
Take nature's path, and mad opinions leave; 
All ſtates can reach it, and all heads conceive ; 


Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell; 
| | There needs but thinking right, and meaning well; 
2 And mourn our various portions as we pleaſe, 


- Equal is common ſenſe, and common eaſe, 
Remember, man,“ the Univerſal Cauſe 


yicll, Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws;“ 
| And makes what happineſs we juſtly call, 

eur toi! | Subſift not in the good of one but all. 

. | There's not a bleſirg individuals find 


But ſome way leans and harkens to the kind: 
No bandid frerce, no ty rapt mad with pride, 
No cavern'd hermit reits ſelf fatisfy'd, 


1th thee. © Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend : 

e blind: Abſtra& what others feel, what others think, 

ind, All pleaſure fickens, and all glories fink : 


Each has his fhare ; and who would more odtain, 
T's { Shall find the pleaſure pays not half the pain, 
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Order is heav'n's firſt law ; and this confeſt, 


th Heav'n 
i Some are, and muſt be, greater than the ret; And b. 
mM More rich, more wiſe: but wlio infers from hence Know. 
1 That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common tenſe, or Go 
Mus Heav'n to mankind impartial, we confeſs Salon 
wit If all were equal in their happineſs ; Ei bak 
Fg. But mutual wants this happineſs increaſe, | 
iff All nature's diff* rence, keops all nature's peace, 
$i! Condition, circumftance, is not the tEing ; 
1 6 Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king : 
i — In who obtain defence, cr who defend, 
i of In him who is, or him who finds, a friend: 
1 Heav'n breathes through ev'ry member of the wi.; 
i One common bleſſing as one common ſoul. 
10 But fortune's giſts if each alike poiſe, | 
1 And each were equal, muſt not all conteft ? A 
If then to all men happineſs was meant, = F 
God in externals could not place content. 1 By fa 
= Jet 
Fortune her gifts may variouſiy diſpoſe, | 
And theſe be happy cali'd, unhappy. thoſe ; SS Thou 
But heav'ns juſt balance equal Will appear, 1 
While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear; | "es 
Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe, RY 
Put future views of better, or of worſe. | 
Oh ſons-of earth! attempt ye fill to riſe, Yet x 
By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the ſkies ? 5 
| And 
Le 


eſt. 
t; 
n hence 


ſenſe. 


ce, 


the wic. 


fear ; 


Kits? 


By faint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 


SELECT POEMS. FE 


N Heav'n ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe; 


Know, all the good that individuals find, 


Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, 
| Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all the the joys of ſenſe, 
Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence, 


ae 


UNIVERSAL PRAYER, 


BY THE SAME. 


+ 


ATHER of all! in ev'ry age, 


In ev'ry clime, ador'd, 


- 


Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


| Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, laft undufood, 


Who all my ſenſe confin'd 


To know but this, that thou art good, 


And that myſelf am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
To ſee the good from ill; 

And binding nature faſt in fate, 
Leit free the kuman will; 
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Or warns me not to do, 


This teach me more than hell to ſhun, 


That more than heav'n purſue. 


What bleſſings thy free bounty gives 


Let me not caft away; 


For God is paid when man receives, 


T” enjoy is to obey 


Vet not to earth's contracted ſpar 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 


Or think Thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand Worlds: re around: 


Let not this weale, unknowing hand 
Perſume thy bolts to throw, _ 
And deal damnation round the land 

On each I judge thy foe, 


If I am right, thy grace impart 
Still in the right to ſtay ; 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way, 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 
Or impious diſcontent ; 

At aught thy wiſdom has denied 
Or aught thy goodneſs lent, 
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What conſcience dictates to be done, 
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Teach me to feel anothers wor 

Io hide the fault I ſee: 

That mercy I to others ſhow, 

That mercy ſhew to me. 


'- Mean though I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath; 
O lead me whereſo'er Igo, 
Through this day's liſe or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot: 
All elſe beneath the ſun 

Thou know'ſt if beſt beſtow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To Thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, ſkies ! | 
One chorus let all beings raiſe ! 

N All nature's incenſe riſe? 


—_ — 


UNIVERSAL ORDER. 
BY THE SAME. 


1 A - LL are but parts of one ftupendcus whole, 
. Whoſe body Nature is, and God the foul : 
| That chang'd thro! all, and yet in the all ſame, 

: Great in the earth, as in the ctherial frame 
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Warms in the ſun, refreſhes in the breeze, 
Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees; 


Lives through all life extends through all extent; 


Spreads undivided, operates unſpent 

Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile man man that mourns, 
As the rapt ſeraph that adores and burns: 

To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 


Ceaſe then, nor Order imperfe&ion name: 
Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. 


Know thy own point: This kind, this due degree 


Of blindneſs, weakneſs Heav'n beſtows on thee. 
Sub:nit,—In this, or any other ſphere, 


Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear : 


Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing pow'r, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour, 

All nature is but art, unknown to thee 

All chance, direction, which thou canſt not ſee ; 
All diſcord, harmony not underſtood ; 

All partial evil, univerſal good: 

And, ſpite of pride, in erring reaſon's ſpite, 
One truth is clear, Whatever is, is right. 


f II 8 


A 


Whoſe 
Whet 


Not all 


From 


Not dey 


Seem 


. | Devoid 


Emb! 


I No bloc 


Bene 


Come, 
To ſſ 

From i 
And 


NS, 


egree 


K 


E I. E G V 
10 | 
PI:T7-YF 


AIL, lovely Power! whoſe boſom heaves a fi9!, 
When Fancy paints the ſcene of deep diftrels ; 
Whoſe tears ſpontaneous chryſtalize the eye, 
When rigid Fate denies the power to blets, 


Not all the ſweets Arabia's gales convey 


From flowery meads can with that ſigh compare . 
Not dew drops glittering in the morning ray, 
Scem near ſo beauteous às that falling tear. 


5 : Devoid of fear the fawns around thee play ; 


Emblem of peace the dove before thee flies; 


No blood-ftain'd traces mark thy blameleſs way, | 


Beneath thy feet no hapleſs inſect dies, 


Come, lovely nymph! and range the mead with me, 
To ſpring the partridge from the guileful foe; 


| : From ſecret ſnares the ſtruggling bird to free, 


And ſtop the hand uprais'd to give the blow. 
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And when the air with heat meridian glows, 


And Nature droops beneath the conquering gleam, 


Let us flow wandcring where the current flows, 
Save ſinking flies that float along the ſtream, 


Or turn to nobler, greater taſks thy care, 
To me thy ſympathetic gifts 1mpart ; 

Teach me in Friendſhip's griefs to bear a thare : 
And juſtly boaſt the generous, feeling het. 


Teach me to ſoothe the helpleſs orphan's grief, | 
With timely aid the widow's woes aſſuage, 
To Miſery's moving cries to yield rclief, 
And be the ſure. refuurce of drooping ge, 


So when the genial ſpring of life ſhall fade, 

And ſinking nature owns the diead decay, 

Some foul congenis] then may lend it's aid, 
And zild the cloſe of life's eventful doy, 


CONGUGAL FELICITY. 
BY THOMSON. 
H' they! the happieſt of their kind! 
| Whom gentler ſtars unite, and in one fate 


Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend, 
Tis not the coarſer tie of human laws, 


2? Unnatu 


That bi 


- Attunir 


Where 
Perfect 

Ineffabl. 
Though 
With be 
Can an 


Its pom 


Who in 
High fa 


Somethi 


Or in tl 
Truth, £ 
The ric 
Meant! 


And mi 
The hur 


Soft as 


| The ſatb 


Then in 
For the 
Delightf 
To teacl 
To pour 


gleam, 
vs, 


1 


. 


That binds their peace, but harmony itſelf, 


Its pomp, its pleaſure, aud its nonſenſe all ! 


The human bloſſom blows ; and every dar, 
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Unnatural oft and foreign to the mind, 


Attuning all their paſſions into love; 

Where Friendſhip full exerts her ſoſteſt power, 
Perfect eſteem, enlivened by deſire 

Ineffable, and ſympathy of ſoul ; 

Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will, 
With boundleſs confidence: for ncught but love 


Can anſwer love, and render bliſs ſecure. 
| What 1s. the world to them 


Who in each other claſp whatever fair 

High fancy forms, and laviſh bearts can with : 
Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 
Or in the mind, er mind-iliumin'd face ; 

Truth. goodneſs, honour harmony and love, 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heay'n * 
Mean time a ſmiling offspring riſes round, 

And mingles both their gracs, By degrces. 


Soft as it rolls along, ſhews ſome new char::, 
The father's luſtre, and the mother's bloora, 
Then infant reaſon grows apace and calls | 
For the kind hand of an afiduous care | 
Delightful taſk ! to rear the tender thought, | 
To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, | | 

To pour the freſt inſtruction o'er the mind. | 
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To breathe th' enlivening ſpirit, and to fix 
The generous purpoſe in the glowing breaſt, 
Oh ſpeak the joy] ye whom the ſudden tear 
Surpriſes often, while you look around, 

And nothing ſtrikes your eye but fights of bliſs, 
All various nature preſſing on the heart: 

An elgant ſufficiency, content, 

Retirement, rural quiet, friendſhip, books, 

Eaſe and alternate labour, uſeful life, 
Progreſſive virtue, and approving Heaven. 
Theſe are the matchleſs joys of virtuous love; 
And thus their moments fly, The ſeaſons thus, 
As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy; and conſenting Spring 
Sheds her own roſy garland on their heads; 
Till evening comes at laſt, ſerene and mild, 
When, after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour' d more, as more remembrance ſwells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 
Together down they fink in ſocial ſleep: 
Together freed, their gentle ſpirits fly. 

To ſcenes where love and bliſs immortal reign, 
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MORNING HYMN. 


BY MILTON. 


RESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univerſal frame, 


Thus wondrous fair; thyſelf how wonderous then! 


Unſpeakable, who ſtt'ſt above theſe heavens, 


Io us inviſible or dimly ſeen 
In theſe thy loweſt works; yet theſe declare 


Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and pow'r divine, 
Speak ye who. beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 


Angels; for ye bebold him, and with ſongs 


And choral ſymphonies, day without night, 


Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in heaven, 
On earth, join all ye creatures to extol 
Him fifty him laſt, him midſt, and without end, 
TFaireſt of ſtars, laſt in the train of night, 
If better thou belong not to the dawn, 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ſt the ſmiling morn 
With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſphere, 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. 
Thou ſun, of this great world both eye and ſoul, 
Acknowledge him thy greater, ſound his praiſe. 
In thy eterral courſe, both when thou climb'ſt 
And when high noon haſt gain'd, and when thou fall'ſt, 


Moon, that now meet'ſt the oricnt ſun, now fly'ft, 


| | With the fix'd ſtars, fix'd in their orb that flies, 
8 F 3 
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And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 
In myſtic dance, not without ſong, reſound 

His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light, 
Air, and ye elments, the eldeft birth 

Of Nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 

And nourith all things: let your ceaſel-\s change 
Vary to our great Maker ftill new praiſe, 

Ye miſts and cxhalations that now riſe 

From hill or ſteaming lake, duſky or gray, 
Till the ſun paint yon fleecy ſkirts with gold, 
In honouur to the world's gteat Author riſe! 
Whether to deck with clouds th' uncolour'd ſky, 
Or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhowers, 
Riſing or falling till advance his praiſe, | 

His praiſe ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 


Breathe ſoft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye pines, 


With every plant in fign of worſhip wave, 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow 
Melodious murmurs, warbling, tune his praiſe. 
Join voices, all ye living ſouls; ye birds, 

That finging up to heaven's gate aſcend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe, 
Ye that in water glide, and ye that walk 

The earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 
Witneſs if I be filent, morn or even, | 
To hill or valley fountain, or freſh ſhade. 

Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 
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They to their graſſy couch, theſe to their neits 
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Hail univerſ:] Lord! be bountcous ſtill 

To give us only good; and if the night 

Have gather'd aught of evil, or conceal'd, 

Diſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark, 


EVENING DISCOURSE; 
1 
ADAM Ax D EVE. 


BY THE SAME. 


OW came ſtill evening on, and twilight gray 
Had in her ſober livery all things clad ; 
Silence accompanied ; for beaft and bird, 


Were ſlunk ; all but the wakeful nightingale ; 
She all night long ker amorous deſcant ſung : 
Silence was pleas'd now glow'd the firmament 
With Irving ſaphirs : Heſperus, that led 

The ftarry hoſt, rode brighteſt, till the moon 
Riſing in clouded majeſty at length, 
Apparent queen, unveil'd her peerleſs light, 
And o'er the dark her fhlver mantle threw. 


When Adam thus to Eve: Fair confort, th' hour 
Of night, and all things now retir'd to reſt, 
Mind us of like repoſe, fince God hath - ſet, 
Labour and reſt, as day and night, to men 
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And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 


In myſtic dance, not without ſong, reſound 

His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light, 
Air, and ye elments, the eldeſt birth 

Of Nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 

And nourith all things: let your ceaſel-ſs change 
Vary to our great Maker ſtill new praiſe, 

Ye miſts and exhalations that now riſe 

From hill or ſteaming lake, duſky or gray, 
Till the ſun paint yon fleecy ſkirts with gold, 


In honouur to the world's gieat Author riſe! 


Whether to deck with clouds th” uncolour'd ſæy, 
Or wet the thirſty-earth with falling ſhowers, 
Riſing or falling fill advance his praiſe, 


His praiſe ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With every plant in ſign of worſhip wave. 

Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow 


Melodious murmurs, warbling, tune his praiſe 
Join voices, all ye living ſouls; ye birds, 

That finging up to heaven's gate aſcend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe, 
Ye that in water glide, and ye that walk 

The earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 
Witneſs if I be filent, morn or even, 

To hill or valley fountain, or freſh ſhade. 

Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 
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Diſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark, 
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Hail univerſ:] Lord! be bountcous ſtill 
To give us only good ; and if the night 
Have gather'd aught of evil, or conceal'd, 


EVENING DISCOURSE 
OF; 
ADAM AN D EVE. 


BY THE SAME. 


OW came ſtill evening on, and twilight gray : 
Had in her ſober livery all things clad; 
Silence accompanied ; for beaſt and bird, 

They to their graſſy couch, theſe to their neſts: 
Were ſlunk ; all but the wakeful nightingale ; 
She all night long her amorous deſcant ſung : 
Silence was pleas'd now glow'd the firmament | 

With Irving ſaphirs : Heſperus, that led 

The ftarry hoſt, rode brighteſt, till the moon 
Rifing in clouded majeſty at length, 

Apparent queen, unveil'd her peerleſs light, 
And o'er the dark her filver mantle threw. 


When Adam thus to-Eve : Fair conſort, th' hour 
Of night, and all things now- retir'd to reſt, 
Mind us of like repoſe, ſince God hath ſet , 
Labour and reſt, as day and night, to men: 


| 
| 
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Succeſſive; and the timely dew of ſleep 
Now falling, with ſoft ſlumbrous weight inclines 


Our eye-lids; other creatures all day long 
Rove idle; unemploy*d, and leſs need reſt ; 


Man hath his daily work of body or of mind 


Appointed, which declares his dignity, 

And the regard of Heav'n on all his ways! 
While other animals unactive range, 

And of their doings God takes no account, 
To-morrow, ere freſh morning ſtreak the eaſt 
With firſt appreach of light, we muſt be on 
And at our preſent labour, to reform 


Von flow'ry arbors, vonder allies green. 
Our walk ar noon, with branches overgrown, 


That mock our ſcant manuring, and require 


More hands than ours to lop their wanton growth: 


Thoſe bloſſoms alſo, and thoſe drooping gums, 
That lie beſtrown, unſightly and unſmooth, 
Aſk riddance if we mean to tread with eaſe * 
Mean while, as nature wills, night bids us reſt. 


To whom thus Eve, with perfe& beauty adorn'd . 


My author and diſpaſer, what thou bidſt 
Unargu'd I obey: ſo God ordains; 

God is thy law, thou mine: to know no more 
Is woman's happieſt knowledge and her praiſe, 
With thee converſing I forget all time; 

All ſeaſons and their change, all pleaſe alike, 
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Sweet is the breath of morn, her riſing ſweet, 
With charm of earlieſt birds; pleaſant the fun 
When firſt on this delightful land he ſpreads 
His orient beams, or herb, tree, fruit, and flow'r, 
Gliſt'ring with dew ; fragrant the fertile earth 
After ſoft ſhow'rs; and ſweet the coming on 
Of grateful evening mild; then filent night, 
With this her ſolemn bird, and this fair moon, - 
And theſe the gems of heav'n, her ftarry train: 
But neither breath of morn, when ſhe aſcends 
With charm of earlieft birds; nor rifing ſun 

On this delightful land ; nor herb, fruit, flower, 
Gliſt'ring with dew ; nor fragrance after ſhowers ; 
Nor grateful evening mild ; nor filent night 

With this her ſolemn bird; nor walk by moon, 
Or glittering ſtar-light, without thee is ſweet, 
But wherefore all night long ſhine theſe? for whom 
This glorious fight, when ſleep hath ſhut all eyes? 
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To whom our general anceſtor reply'd ; 
Daughter of God and man, accompliſh'd Eve, 
Tteſe have their courſe to finiſh round the earth 
By morrow ev*ning, and from land to land 
In order, though to nations yet unborn, 
Miniſt'ring light prepar'd they ſet and riſe; 
Left total darkneſs ſhould by night regain 
Her old poſſeſſion, and extinguiſh life 
In Nature and all thiugs ; with theſe ſoft -fires 
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Not only- enlighten, but with Kindly heat 
Of various influence foment and warm, 
Temper or nouriſh, or in part ſhed down 
Their ftiller virtue on all kinds that grow 
On earth, made hereby apter to receive 
Perfection from the ſun's more potent ray. 
Theſe then, though unbeheld in deep of night, 


Shine not in vain; nor think though men were none 
That heaven would want ſpectators, God want prailc: 


Millions of ſpiritual creatures walk the earth 
Unſeen, both when we wake, and when we ſleep: 
All theſe, with ceaſeleſs praiſe, his works behold 
Both day and night : how often from the ſteep 
Of echoing hill or thicket have we heard 
Celeſtial voices to the midnight air, 
Sole, or reſponſive each to others note, 

Singing their great Creator? oft in bands 
| While they keep watch, or nightly rounding walk 
With heav'nly touch of inftumental ſounds 

In full harmonic number join'd, their ſongs 
Divide the night, and lift our thoughts to heav'n. 


Thus talking hand in hand alone they paſs'd 
On to their bliſsful bow'r: it was a place | 
Chos'n by the Sov'ran Planter, when he fram'd 
All things to man's delightful uſe : the roof 
Of thickeſt covert was inwoven ſhade ' 

Laurel and myrtle, and what kigher grew 
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SEE ee. 
Of firm and fragrant leaf: on either ſide 
Acanthus, and each odorous buſhy ſhrub 
Fenc'd up the verdant wall ; each beauteous flow'r. 
Iris, all hues ; roſes and jeſſamine, 

Rear'd high their flourith's heads between, and wrought 
Moſaic; under foot the violet, 

Crocus, and hyacinth, with rich inlay 

Broider'd the ground, more colour'd than with ſtone 
Of coſtlieſt emblem: other creature here, 

Beaſt, bird, inſe&, or worm, durſt enter none; 

Such was their awe of man. In ſhadier bower 

More ſacred and ſequeſter'd, though but feign'd, 
Pan or Sylvanus never flept, nor nymph, 

Nor Faunus haunted. Here, in cloſe receſs, 

With flowers, garlands, and ſwect-ſmelling herbs 
Eſpouſed Eve deck'd firſt her nuptial bed, 

And heav*nly quires the hymenzan ſung, 

What day the. genial angel to our firc 

Brought her in naked beauty more adorn'd, 

More lovely than Pandora, whom the Gods 
Endowed with all their gifts, and O too like 

In ſad event, who to the unwiſer ſon 

Of Japhet brought by Hermes, ſhe inſnar'd 
Mankind with her fair looks, to be aveng'd 

On him who had ftole Jove's authentic fire. 
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Thus at their ſhady lodge arriv'd both ſtood, 
Both turn'd, and under open ſky ador'd 
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The God that made both ſky, air, earth, and heav'n, 
Which they beheld, the moon's reſplendent globe, 


And ſtarry pole: thou alſo mad'ſt the night, 
Maker omnipotent, and thou the day, 
Which we in our appointed work employ'd 
Have finiſh'd, happy in our mutual help, 
And mutual love the crown of all our bliſs 
Ordain'd by thee ; and this delicious place 
For us too large, where, thy abundance wants 
Partakers, and uncropt falls to the ground. 
But thou haft promis'd from us two a race 
| To fill the earth, who ſhall with us extol 

Thy goodneſs infinite, both when we wake, 


Aud when we ſeek, as now, thy gift of ſleep. 


R N. 
BY CUNNINGHAM, 
"MORNING. 
IN the barn the tenant cock. | 
1 Cloſe to Partlet perch'd on high, 


Briſkly crows, (the ſhepherd's clock,) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh, 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow 
Shadows, nurs'd by night retire; 

And the peeping ſun-beam, now 

Paints with gold the village ſpire, 
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Philomel forſakes the thorn, 

Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; 
And the lark, to meet the morn, 

Soars beyond the ſhepherd's fight. | 


From the low roof'd cottage ridge, 
See the chatt' ring ſwallow ſpring ; 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing. 


Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale: 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 

Daiſies, on the dewy dale. 


From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, 
(Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) 

Now the buſy bee's employ'd, 
Sipping dew before the ſun. 


Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream diſtils 

Sweet refreſhment waits the flock, 
When tis ſun-drove from the hills, 


Colin's for the promis'd corn 
(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxjous ;—whilſt the huntſman's horn, 
Boldly ſounding, Os his pipe. 
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Sweet—O ſweet the warbling throng. 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray ! 

Nature's univerſal ſong 

Echoes to the riſing day. 


NOON. 


'FER VID on the glitt'ring flood, 
Now the noontide radiance glows : 
Drooping o'er its infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe, 


By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat 

Shelter'd by the branching pines, 
Pendant o'er his graſſy ſeat, 


Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall; 
Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade 
By the ivy'd abby wall, 


Echo, in her airy round , 
Oeer the river, rock and hill, 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, 

Save the clack of yonder mill. 


Cattle court the Zephyr's bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool, 

Or with languid filence ſtand 
Midway in the marſhy pool. 
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But from mountain, dell or ſtream, 

Not a flutt'ring Zephyr ſprings ; 

Fearful left the noon-tide beam 
Scorch it's ſoft, it's filken wings. 


Not a leaf has leave to tir, 

Nature's lull'd— ſerene—and ſtill! 
Quiet e'en the ſhepherd's cur, | 
| Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 


rc r — 


Languid is the landſcape round, 

Till the freſh- deſcending ſhower, 

Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower, 


Now the hill—the hedge—1s green, 
Now the warblers' throat's in tune; 

Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon, 


EVENING. 


O'ER the heath the heifer ſtrays 
Free—(the furrow'd taſk is done ;) 

Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 


Now he ſets behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden ſky , 
Can the pencil's mimic ſkill 


Copy the refulgent dye ? 
: G 2 
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Trudging as the ploughmen ge, 

To the ſmoking hamlet bound) 
_ Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground, 


Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads 
Shelter for the lordly dome! 

To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home; 


As the lark with vary'd tune, 
Carrols to the evening loud; 

Mark the mild reſplendent moon. 
Breaking through a parted cloud ! 


- Now the hermit howlet peeps 
From the barn or twiſted brake ; 

And the blue miſt ſlowly creeps, 
Curling on the filver lake, 


As the trout in ſpeckled pride, 
Playful from it's boſom ſprings ; 

To the banks, a ruffted tide 
Verges in ſucceſſive rings, 


Tripping througn the filken graſs, 
O'er the path divided dale, 

Mark the roſe. complexion'd laſs 

With her well pois'd milking pail! 
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Sits ſmiling on a father's woe: 
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Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 
And the cuckow-bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting ſun adicu. 
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THE 
MATRON's EPTITAPH. 


BY GRAY, 


Bk where this filent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife, a mcther ſleeps, 

A heart, within whoſe ſacred cell 

The peaceful virtues lov'd to dwell, 
Affection warm, and faith ſincere. 

And ſoft humanity were there. 

In agony, in death reſign'd, 

She felt the wound ſhe left behind, 

Her infant image, here below, 


Whom what awaits, while yet he ſirays 

Along the lonely vale of days ? 

A pang to ſecret ſorrow dear ; 

A ſigh; an unavailing tear: 

Till time ſhall ev'ry grief remove, 

With life, with memory, and with love. 
| 6 z 
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CHARITY.. 
BY PRIOR. 


Than ever man pronounc'd, or angel ſung ; 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine, 
"That thought can reach, or ſcience can define; 
And had I' power to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the ſpeeches of the babbling earth; 
Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breaſt inſpire, 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire; 
Or had II faith like that. which Iſrael ſaw, . 
When Moſes gave them miracles and law ; 
Yet gracious Charity, indulgent gueſt, 
Were not thy pow'r exerted in my breaſt, 
Thoſe ſpeeches would ſend up unheeded pray'r; 
That ſcorn of life would be but wild defpair : 
A tymbal's ſound were better than my voice : 
My faith were form : my eloquence were noiſe, 
Charity, decent modeſt, eaſy, kind, 
Softens the high, and rears the abject mind; 
Knows with juſt reins, and gentle hand to guide 
Betwxit vile ſhame, and arbitrary pride, 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives, 
And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes. 
Soft peace ſhe brings where-ever ſhe arrives : 
She builds our quiet as ſhe forms our lives: 


\ ID ſweeter ſounds adorn my flowing tongue, 
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Lays the rough paths of peeviſh nature even; 
And opens in each heart a little heav'n; 

Each other gift, which God on man beſtows, 
Its proper bounds, and due reſtriction knows; 
To one fixt purpoſe dedicates its pow'r; 


And finiſhing its act, exiſts no more. 


Thus in obediences to what Heav'n decrees, 
Knowledge ſhall fail, and prophecy ſhall ceaſe : 
But laſting Charity's niore ample ſway, 

Nor bound by time, nor ſubject to decay, 

In happy triumph ſhall for ever live, 


And endleſs good diffuſe, and endleſs praiſe receive. 


As through the artiſt's intervening glaſs, 
Our eye obſerves the diſtant planets paſs ; 
A little we diſcover ; but allow, 
That more remains unſeen, than art can ſhow ; 
So whilſt our minds its knowledge would improve 


| " (It's feeble eye intent on things above) 
High as we may, we lift our reaſon up, 


By Faith directed, and confirm'd by Hope 


Yet are we able only to ſurvey. 
| Dawnings of beams, and promiſes of day. 


Heav'ns fuller efluence mocks our dazzled fight ; 


| Too great its ſwiftneſs, and too ſtrong its light. 


But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpell'd: 
The ſun ſhall ſoon be face to face beheld, 
In all his robes with all his glory on 


| Seated ſublime on his merid'an throne, 
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Then conſtant Faith, and holy Hope ſhall dic 

One loſt in certainty, and one in joy: 

Whilſt thou, more happy pow'r, fair charity, 

Triumphant ſiſter, greateſt of the three, 

Thy office and thy nature ſtill the ſame, 

Laſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 

Shalt ſtill ſurvive 

Shalt ſtand before the hoſt of hea'vn confeſt, 

For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 


RELIGION any DEATH. 
BY COTTON. 


JF O! a form divinely bright 
4 Deſcends, and burſts upon my fight : 
A feraph of illuftiious birth 
(Religion was her name on earth :) 
Supremely ſweet her radiant face, 
And blooming with celeftial grace ! 
Three ſhining cherubs form'd her train, 


Wav'd their light wings, and reach'd the plain: 


Faith, with ſublime and piercing eye, 
And pinions flutt'ring for the ſky ; 
Here Hope that ſmiling angel, ſtands, 
And golden anchors grace her hands; 
There Charity, in robes of white, 
Faireſt fav'rite maid of light: 
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The ſeraph ſpake— Tis Reaſon's part 
© To govern and to guard the heart; 
To lull the way ward ſoul to re ſt, 
When hopes and fears diftra& the breaſt, 
© Reaſon may calm this doubtful ſtrife, 
And ſteer thy bark through various life: 
But when the ſtorms of death are nigh, 
And midnight darkneſs veils the ſky, 
© Shall Reaſon then direct thy fail, 
Deſperſe the clouds, or fink the gale ? 
© Stranger, this kill alone is mine, 
skill that tranſcends his fcanty line. 

Revere thyſelf—thou'rt near ally'd 
To angels on thy better fide. 

How various e' er their ranks or kinds, 
© Angels are but unbodied minds; 
When the partition walls decay, 

© Men emerge angels from their clay. 
Ves, when the frailer body dies, 


But minds, though ſprung from heav'nly 0 
Muſt firſt be tutor'd for the place. 
(Tbe joys above are underſtood, 

© And reliſh'd only by the good.) | 
Who ſhall aſſume this guardian care; 

© Who ſhall ſecure their birth- right there? 
Souls are my charge—to me *tis giv'n 
To train them for their native heav'n. 
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Know then—Who bow the early knee, 
And give the willing heart to me: 
© Who wiſely, when Temptation waits, 
© Elude her frauds, and fpurn her baits 
© Who dare to own my injur'd cauſe, 
„Though fools deride my ſacred laws; 
© Or ſcorn to deviate to the wrong, 
© Though Perſecution lifts her thong; 
© Though all the ſons of hell- conſpire 
© To raiſe the ſtake, and light the fire: 
© Know, that for ſuch ſuperior ſouls,. 
© There lies a bliſs beyond the poles; 
© Where ſpirits ſhine with purer ray, 
© And brighten to meridian day; UN 
Where love, where boundleſs friendſhip rules, 
(No friends that change, no love that cools,) 
© Where riſing floods of knowledge roll, 
© And pour, and pour upon the ſoul ! 
© But where's the paſſage to the ſkies !— 
© The road through Death's black valley lies. 
© Nay, do not ſhudder at my tale; 
© Tho? dark the ſhades, yet ſafe the vale, 
© This path the beſt of men have trod, 
And who'd decline the road to God? 
©Oh! tis a glorious boon to die! 
This favonr can't be priz d too high.“ 
| While thus ſhe ſpake, my looks cxpreſs'd 
The raptures kindling in my breaſt ; 
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My ſoul a fix'd attention gave; 7 
When the ſtern monarch of the gravs 
With haughty ſtrides aproach'd—amaz'd, 
I ftood and trembled as I gaz'd. 
The ſeraph calm'd each anxious fear, 
And kindly wip'd the falling tear; 
Then haſten'd with expanded wing 
To meet the pale, terrific king, 
But now what milder ſcenes ariſe ! 
The Kyrant drops his hoſtile guiſe ; 
He ſeems a youth divinely fair, | 
In graceful ringlets wave his hair : 
His wings their whiting plumes diſplay, 
His burniſh'd plumes reflect the day; 
Light flows his ſhining azure veſt, 
And all the angel ftands confeſs'd. 
I view'd the change with ſweet ſurpriſe, | 
And, Oh! I panted for the ſkies ; 
Thank'd Heav'n, that e'er I drew my breath, 
And triumph'd in the thoughts of Death. 


— —ä—ñ —— 


FRIENDSHIP. 
BY YOUNG. 


ISD@M, tho”, richer than Peruvian mines, 

| And ſweeter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of Happineſs ? 

That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool; 
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A melancholy fool without her bells. 
Friendſhip, the means of wiſdom richly gives 


The precious end, which makes our wiſdom wile, 


Nature, in zeal for human amity, 

| Denies or damps, an undivided joy. 
Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 
Joy flies monopoliſts: It calls for Two; 


Rich fruit Heav'n planted! never pluckt by One, 


Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf. 

Full on ourſelves deſcending in a line, 
Pleaſure's bright beam is feeble in delight. 
Delight intenſe, is taken by rebound ; 

| Reverberated pleaſures fire the breaſt. 
Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er ſhe ſtoops 
To viſit earth, one ſhine the goddeſs finds, 

And one alone, to make her ſweet amends 
For abſent heav'n the boſom of a friend; 
Where heart meets heart, rec iprocally ſoft. 
Each other's pillow to repoſe divine. 
Beware the connterfeit : In Paſſion's flame 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True love ſtrikes root in reaſon paſſion's foe: 
Virtue alone entenders us for life ; 
I wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 
Of Friendſhip's faireſt fruits, the fruit Moſt fair 
Ts Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And, emulouſly rapid in her race. 
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O che ſoſt enmity ! endearing ftrife ! 
This carries friendſhip to her moon-tide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From friendihip, which outlives niy former themes 
Glorious ſurvivor of old Time and Death | 
From Friendihip, thus, that flow'r of heav'nly feed, 
The wiſe extract earth's meſt Hyblean bliſs, 
Superior wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling joy, 

But for whom bloſſoms this Elyfian flower; 
Abroad they find, Who cheriſh it at home. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 

An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies faſten on the great, 
None clings more obſtinate, than fancy fond 
That ſacred friendſhip is their eaſy prey; 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 

Of faſcination of a high-born ſmile, 

Their ſmiles, the great, and the coquette, throw out 
For others hearts, tenacious of their own ; 

And we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers ! Ye pow'rs of wealth! 
Can gold gain friendihip ? Impudence of hope! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 

Love, and Love only, is the loan for Love, 
Lorenzo! pride repreſs; nor hope to find 

A friend, but what has found a friend in thee, 
All like the purchaſe ; few the price will pay; 
And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
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LIFE axy ETERNITY. 
BY THE SAME 


HIS is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
1 The twilight of our day, the veſtibule ; 
Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and death, 
Strong death, alone can heave the maſſy bar, 
This groſs impediment of clay reinove, 

And make us embryos of exiſtence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 

Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, flumb' ring in his ſire 
Embryos we muſt be, till we burſt the ſhell, 
Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 
The life of gods, O tranſport ! and of man, 

Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts ; 

Inters cleſtial hope without one ſigh, 

Priſoner of death, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his wiſhes: wing'd by Heav'n 
To fly at infinite ! and reach it there, 
Where ſeraphs gather immortality, 
On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God, 
What golden joys ambroſial cluſt ring glow, 

In his full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 
Where momentaty ages are no mores ! 
Where time, and pain and chance, and death expire! 
And is it in' the flight of threeſcore years, 
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To puſh eternity from human thought, 
And ſmother ſouls immortal in the duſt? 
A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her fires, 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idleneſs, 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 


'n 
I At aught this ſcene can threaten or indulgg, 
: A Reſembles ocean into tempeſt wrought, | 
Io waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 
8: 
1 3 
GOOD MAN. 
, BY THE S- IME. 


OME angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than angel can exceed; 
A man on earth devoted to the ſkics ; 

> Like ſhips at ſea, while in, above the world. 


7 With aſpect mild, and elevated eye, 
EY Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene. 

Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſion's ftorm ; 
= All the black cares, and tumults, of this life, 
5 


Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
= Excite his pity, not impair his peace, | 
1 Earth's genuine ſons, the ſcepter'd, and the flave, 
1 A mingled mob! a wand' ring herd he ſees! 


* 2 7 3 : A - & * 
EXPE Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike! 
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IIis full reverſe in all! What higher praiſc 7 
What ſtronger demonſtration of the right: 
The preſent all their care, the future his, 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to ſame ; his bounty he conceals, 
Their virtues varniſh nature; his exalt, 
Mankind's eſteem they court; and he his own, 
Theirs the wild chaſe of falſe felicities ; 

His, the compos'd poſſefiion of the true, 

Alike throughont is his conſiſtent picce, 

All of one colour, and an even thread; 

While party-coloured ſhreds of happineſs, 

With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; cach puff of fortune blows, 
The tattars by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 

He ſees with other eyes than theirs ; Where they 
Pehoic a ſun, he ſpies a Deity ; 
What makes them only ſmile, makes him adore, 
Where they ſee mountains, be but atoms ſecs, 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain, | 
They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine: 

His hopzs immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his fight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in infinite to loſe all bound, 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aſide to find his dignity ; | 

No dignity they find in aught beſides, _ 
They triumph in externals (which cenceal 
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Man's real glory,) proud of an eclipſe, 

Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 

And nothing thinks ſo great in man, as man, 
Too dear he holds his int'reſt to neglect 

Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 

Their int'reſt like 3 lion, lives on prey. 

They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong ; 

Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on Heaven, 
Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his foe ; 

Nought but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 
A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe. 

With nakedneſs his innocence agrees 

While their broad foliage teſtifies their fall 
Their no-joys end, where his full feaſt begins: 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bliſs, 

To triumph in exiſtence, his alone: 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exiſtence is not yet begun. 

His glorious courſe was, yeſterday, complete; 
Death, then, was welcome; yet life ſtill is ſwezt 


H. 3 
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ODE. 
I 
CONTENT. 


BY MRS. BARBAULD, 


THOU, the nymph with placid eye ; 


O ſeldom found, yet ever nigh 3 
Receive my temperate vow; _ 
Not all the ſtorms that ſhake the pole 


Can e' re diſturb thy halcyon ſoul, _ 


And ſmooth unalter'd brow. 


O come, in ſimpleſt veſt array'd, 


With all thy ſober cheer diſplay d, 

I?0 bleſs my longing ſight; 

Thy mein compos'd, thy even pace, 

Thy meek regard, thy matron grace, 
And chafte ſubdu'd delight, 


No more my varying paſſions beat, 

O gently guide my pilgrim feet 
To find thy hermit cell; 

Where it ſome pure and equal ſky, 


Beneath thy ſoft indulgent eye, 


The medeft virtues dwell, 


cee 


Mol 


SELECT. POEMS, 


Simplicity in Attic veſt, 
And innocence with candid breaſt, 
And clear undaunted eye ; 
And Hope, who points to diſtants years, 
Fair opening through this vale of tears 
A viſta to the ky, 
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Their Health, through whoſe calm boſom glide 
> The temperate joys in even tide, 
| That rarely ebb or flow ; 
And Patience there, thy ſiſter meek, 
Preſents her mild, unvary ing cheek 

To meet the offer*d blow. 


42 
SO ed es ten} 


> Her influence taught the Phrygian ſage, 
3 
| 2 A tyrant maſter's wanton rage 


3 With ſettled ſmiles to meet: 
2 Tnur'd to toil and bitter bread, 


He bow'd his meek ſubmitted head, 
And kiſs'd thy fainted feet, 


4 But thou, oh nymph, retir'd and coy ; 
* In what brown hamlet doſt thou joy 
M To tell thy tender tale ; 
IT be lowlieſt children of the ground. 
Noſs-roſe and violet bloſſom round, 
1 And lily of the vale. 
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| O ſay what ſoft propitious hour 

| I beſt may chuſe to hail thy power, 

ll And court thy gentle ſway ? 

| When Autumn, friendly to the Muſe, 


Shall thy own modeſt tints diffuſe, 
And ſhed thy milder day, 


When eve, her dewy ſtar beneath, 
} Thy balmy ſpirit loves to breathe, 
And every ſtorm is laid; 


If ſuch an hour was e'er thy choice, 
Oft let me hear thy ſoothing voice 
Low whiſpering through the ſhade, 
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BY PHILIPS. Soo 
FROM frozen climes, and endleſs tracts of ſnow, | 4 = 
From ſtreams that northern winds forbid to flow _ 1 A | 
What preſent ſhall the Muſe to Dorſet bring, A , 
For 

Or how, ſo near the pole attempt to fing ? * 2 


The hoary Winter here conceals from ſight 

All pleaſing objects that to verſe invite. 
The hills and dale”, and the dclightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and filver ftreaming floods, 
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By ſnow dicguis d, in bright confuſion lie, 
And, with one dazzling waſte, fatigue the cye, 


No gentle breathing breeze prepares the Spring, 


No birds within the deſert region ſing. 
The ſhips, unmov'd, the boiſt'rous winds defy, 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean, fly. 
The vaſt leviathan wants room to play, 
And ſpout his waters in the face of day ; 


The ftarving wolves along the main ſca prowl, 


And to the moon in icy vallies how], 
For many a ſhining league the level main, 
Here ſpreads itſelf into a glaſſy plain: 
There ſolid billows, of enormous ſize, 
Alps of green ice, in wild diſorder riſe, 
And yet but lately have I ſeen, e'en here, 
The Winter in a lovely dreſs appear. 

Ere yet the clouds let fall the treaſur'd ſnow, 


Or winds begun thro' hazy (kies to blow, 
At ev'ning a keen caſtern breeze aroſe ; 
* And the deſcending rain unſullied ſroze, 
Soon as the ſilent thades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn diſclos'd at once to view 


The face of Nature in a rich diſguiſe, 
And brighten'd every obje& to my eyes ; 
For every ſhrub, and every blade of graſs, 


| And every painted thorn, ſcem'd wrought in glaſs, 


In pearls and rubies rich, the hawthorns ſhow, 


While through the ice the crimſon berries glow, 
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The thick-ſprung reeds the watry marſhes yield, 

Scem poliſh'd lances in a hoſtile field. 

The ftag in limpid currents, with ſurpriſe, 

Sees chryſtal branches on his forchead riſe, 

The ſpreading oak, the beach, and tow'ring pine, 

Glaz'd over, in the freezing zther ſhine. 

The frighted birds the rattling branches ſhun, 

That wave and glitter in the diſtant ſun 

When if a ſudden guſt of wind ariſe, 

The brittle foreſt into atoms flies: 

The crackling wood beneath the tempeſt bends, 

And in a ſpangled ſhow'r the proſpe& ends ; 

Or, if a ſouthern gale the region warm, 

And, by degrees, unbind the wintry charm, 

The traveller a miry country ſees, 

And journies ſad beneath the drooping trees. 
Like ſome deludd peaſant Merlin leads 

Thro' fragrant bowers, and thro' delicious meads, 

While here enchanted gardens to him riſe, 

And airy fabrics there attra& his eyes. 

His wand'fing fect the magic paths purſue : 

And, while he thinks the fair jllukon true, 

The tracklefſs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, 

And woods, and. wilds, and thorny ways appear: 

A tcdious road, the weary wretch returns, 

And, as he goes, the tranſient viſion mourns. 


Copenhagen,), 
March 9, 1709. + 
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B Thy prime production darts upon my mind 
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ON THE 


BY SMART, 


MMENSE Creator ! whoſe all-powerful hand 

1 Fram'd univerfal Being, and whoſe eye 

A | Kink like thyſelf, that all things form'd were good 
Where ſhall the timorous bard thy praiſe begin, 

2 Where end the pureſt ſacrifice of ſong, 

Ane juſt thankſgiving?— The thought-kindling light, 


Its vivifying beams, my heart illumines, 

And fills my ſoul with gratitude and Thee, 
Hail to the cheerful rays of ruddy morn, 

bat paint the ſtreaky Eaſt, and blithſome rouſe 
The birds, the cattle, and mankind from reſt ! 
Hail to the freſhneſs of the early breeze. 

And Iris dancing on the new fall'n de! 

; Vithout the aid of yonder golden globe 


: Loſt were the garnet's luſtre, loſt the lily, 
4 he tulip and auricula's ſpotted pride; 

1 oſt were the peacocks plumage to the ſight 
So pleaſing in its pomp and gloſſy glow. 
O thrice illuſtrious ! were it not for thee 
| 4 1 hoſe panſies, that reclining from the dank, 
3 iew thro' th' immaculate, pellucid ſtream 
L Their portraiture in the inverted hea” n, 
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| | Might as well change their tripple boaſt ; the whit, If « 
| The purple, and the gold, that far outvie A 
ll The Eaſtern monarch's garb, even with the dock, = Hi 
ll Ev'n with the baleful hemlock's irkſome green, 2 Tt 
ll Without thy aid, without thy gladſome beams NW 
| The tribes of woodland warblers would remain [4 Ec 
| | Mute on the bending branches, nor recite L U; 
| The praiſe of Him, who, ere he form'd their lord, N ; Ca 
ll Their voices tun'd to tranſport, wing'd their flight, 1 Is 
| And bade them call for nurture, and receive: i 3 Tr; 
| And jo! they call; the blackbird and the thruſh, 1 * 
| The woodtark and the redbreaſt jointly call; In 
| He hears and feeds their feather'd families, 101 
| He feeds his ſweet muficians,—nor negle &s | b Wh 
| Th' invoking ravens in the greenwood wide: | '2 Wh 
| And tho' their throats coarſe rattling hurt the ear 9 Dif 
| ney mean, and lcave ingratitude to man,— | 1 In; 
| They mean it all for muſic, thanks and praiſe 1 Atte 
| | But not to all, —for hark the organs blow 5 Bov 
| Their ſwelling notes round the cathedral's dome, 3 To! 
And grace th' harmonious choir, celeſtial feaſt I Ye c 
| To pious ears, and med'cine of the mind; 4 


The thrilling trebles and the manly baſe 

Join in accordance meet, and with one voice 
All to the ſacred ſubject ſuit their ſong. 
While in each breaſt ſweet melancholy reigns 
Angelically penſive, till the joy 

Improves and purifies; the ſolemn ſcene 
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The ſun through florid panes ſurveys with awe; 
And baſhfully with-holds each bolder beam, 

Here, as her home, from morn to eve frequents 
The cherub Gratitude ; behold her eyes! 

With love and gladneſs weepingly they thed 
Eeſtatic ſmiles z the incenſe, that her hands 
Uprear, is ſweeter than the breath of May 

Caught from the nectarine's bloſſom, and her voice 
Is more than voice can tell; to Him ſhe ſings, 
T. Him who feeds, who clothes, and who adorns, 
,Vho made, and who preſerves, whatever dwells 

In air, in ſtedſaſt earth, or fickle ſea. 

O He is good, He is immenſely good; 

Who all things form'd, and form'd them all for man. 
Who mark'd the climates, varied every zone, 


Z Diſpenſing all his bleſſings for the beſt 


In order and in beauty :—riſe attend, 

Atteſt, and praiſe, ye quarters of the world! 

Bow down, ye elephants, ſubmiſſive bow 

To Him, who made the mite! Tho? Aſia's pride 


| Ye carry armies on your tower-crown'd backs, 


And grace the turban'd tyrants, bow to Him 


Who is as great, as perfect, and as good 

In his leſs firiking wonders, till at length 
The eye's at fault, and ſeeks thé aſſiſting glaſs, 
Approach, and bring from Araby the bleſt, 


The fragrant caſſia, frank incenſe, and myrth; 


8 And meckly knecling at the altar's foot 


1 
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Lay all the tributary incenſe down. 

Stoop, ſable Africa, with reverence ſloop, 

And from thy brow take off the painted plume : 
With golden ingots all thy camels load 

T” adorn his temples ; haſten with thy ſpear 
Reverted, and thy truſty bow unſtrung, 

While unpurſu'd thy lions roam or roar, 

And ruin'd towers, rude rocks, and caverns wide 
Re-murmur to the glorious, ſurly ſound. 

And thou, fair Indian, whoſe immenſe domain 
To counterpoife the hemiſphere extends, 

Haſte from the Weſt, and with thy fruits and flowers, 
Thy mines and med'cines, wealthy maid, attend, 
More than the plenteouſneſs ſo fam'd, to flow 

By fabling bards from Almathea's horn 

Is thine ; thine therefore be a portion due 

Of thanks and praiſe; come with thy brilliant crown 
And veſt of fur; and from thy fragrant lap 
Pomegranates and the rich ananas pour. 

But chiefly thou, Europa, ſeat of Grace 

And Chriſtian excellence, his goodneſs own, 

Forth from ten thouſand temples pour his praiſe, 


Clad in the armour of the living God 


Approach, unſheath the Spirit'd flaming ſword ; 
Faith's ſhield, Salvation's glory,—compaſs'd helm 
With fortitude aſſume, and o'er your heart 

Fair Truth's invulnerable breaſt- plate ſpread ; 
Then join the general chorus of all worlds, 
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„ O all- ſufficient, all-beneficent, 


7 « Adopting jealouſy to prove thy love: 
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And let the ſong of Charity begin 
In ſtrains ſeraphic, and melodious prayer. 


Thou God of goodneſs and of glory, hear! 
« Thou who to lowlieft minds doit condeſcend, 
« Aſſuming paſſions to enforce thy laws, 


« Thou who reſign'd humility uphold'R, 
« Ev'n as the floriſt props the drooping roſe, 


fut quell'ſt tyrannic pride with peerleſs power, 
„ Ev'n as the tempeſt rives the ſtubborn oak: 
(0 all- ſufficient, all-beneficent, | 

Thou God of goodneſs and of glory, hear: 
05 Þ| © © Bleſs all mankind, and bring them in the end 
To heaven, to immortality, and TER!“ 


ODE 
10 
WISDOM. 
BY CARTER. 
HE ſolitary bird of night 
Through the pale ſhades now wings kis flight, 
And quits the time-ſhook tow'r, 
Wbere ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophic gloom he lay, 
Beneath his ivy bow'r, 
1 2 
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With joy I hear the ſylemn found, 

Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And fighing gales repeat; 

Fav'rite ef Pallas! I attend, 

And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
At Wiſdom's awful ſeat, 


She loves the coo), the filent eve, I To: 

Wl Where no falſe ſhows of life deceive, Fach 

0 Beneath the lunar ray: i B. 

| 9 lere Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 3 For | 

li Nor ſports her gally colour'd dyes, 1 For] 

10 As in the glare of day. SA 
| { 


O Pallas ! queen of ev'ry art, 
That glads the ſenſe, or mendi the heart's, 
Bleft ſource of purer joys: 
In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 
That captivates the mental ſight 
With pleaſure and ſurpriſe ; 
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To thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow, 

Aſſiſt thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, 

That breathes no wild deſires: 

But taught by thy unerring rules, 

To ſhun the fruitleſs wiſh of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires, | 
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Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume, 
9 Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 
he objects of my pray'r: 
4 Let avarice, vanity, and pride, 
pheſe glitt'ring envy'd toys divide, 
IT be dull rewards of care. 
To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart, 
| z By ſtudious thought refin'd : 
For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content, 
For pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt extent, | 
An empire o'er my mind, 


4 When Fortune drops her gay parade, 
When Pleaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 
| And whither in the tomb, 

? Unchang'd is thy immortal prize, 
Thuy ever-verdant laurels riſe 

In undecaying bloom, 


J By thee protected, I defy 

1 The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtupid lie 
Of ignorance and ſpite; 

Alike condemn the leaden tool, 

4 And all the pointed ridicule 

23 Of undiſcerning wit. 
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From envy, hurry, noiſe, and ftrife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 
In thy retreat I reſt ; 
Purſue thee to thy peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 
In all thy graces dreſt, 


He bid TIlyfus? tuneful ſtream 
Convey the philoſophic theme 
Of perfect, fair, and good: 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning ſons around. 
In awful filence ſtood, 


Reclaim'd her wild licentious youth 

Confeſt the potent voice of truth, 
And felt it's juſt controul : | 

Tue paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 

And Virtues's ſoft perſuaſive charms 
O'er all their ſenſes ſtole, . 


Thy breath inſpires the poets ſong, 

The patriot's free unbias'd tongue, 

The hero's generous firife : 

Thine are retirement's filent joys, 

And all the ſweet endearing ties 
Of ſtill domeſtic life, 
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No more to fabled names confin'd 

To Thee, ſupreme, all-perfe& mind, 
My thoughts direct their flight: 

Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her ferce, 

From thee deriv'd unchanging ſource 
Of intellectual light 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray 

To regulate my doubtful way 
Through life's perplexing road : 

The miſts of error to controul, 

And through its gloom direct my ſoul 
To happineſs and good 


Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 


The viſionary ſhadows fly, 

Of Folly's painted ſhow ; 
She ſees through ev'ry fair diſguiſe, 
That all, but Virtue's ſolid ; Joys, 

Is, vanity and woe, | 
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ENQUIRY. 
| AFTER 
HAPPINESS. 
BY THE SAME. 
HE midnight noon ſerenely ſmiles 
O'er Nature's ſoft repoſe; 


No low'ring cloud obſcures the ſky, 
Nor ruffling tempeſt blows, 


Now ev'ry paſhon finks to reſt, 

The throbbing heart lies ſtill; 

And varying ſchemes of life no more, 
Diſtract the lab'ring will. 


In ſilence huſh'd to Reaſon's voice 
Attends each mental power: 
Come, dear Emilia, and enjoy 
RefleCtion's fav'rite hour. 


Come; while the peaceful ſcene invites, 
Let's ſearch this ample round, 

Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 

Of happineſs be found ? 


— ILY > 2 OE ,, —§—»¶ ² AI EAY GAIA >. — 


Does it amidſt the frolic mirth 

Of gay aſſemblies dwell ; 

Or hide beneath the ſolemn gloom 
That ſhades the hermit's cell ? 
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” How oft the laughing brow of juy 

A fiek'ning heart conceals | 

And through the eloifter's deep recefs 
Invading ſorrow ſteals, 


In vain through beauty, fortune, wit, 
The fugitive we trace: 

It dwells not in the faithlefs ſmile 
That brightens Clodia's face, 


ESE e ere At Cee OA LR v1, 


Perhaps the joy to theſe deny'd, 
Ihe heart in friendſhip finds ; 
> Ah! dear delufion, gay conceit 
okt vifionary minds 


Howe'er our vary ing notions rove, 
Vet all agree in one, 

To place its being in ſome ſtate 

At diſtance from our own, 


O blind to each indulgent aim 
Of pow'r ſupremely wiſe, 
Who fancy happineſs in aught 
The hand of Heav'n denies | 


Vain is alike the joy we ſeek, 
And vain what we poſſefs, 
Unleſs harmonious Reaſon tunes 

The paſſions into peace, 
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Jo temper'd wiſhes, juſt deſires, 


And deaf to Folly's call, attends 
The muſic of the mind. 


EVENING WALK. 


BY THE SAME, 


Where ebbing waters muſically roll: 
And ſolitude and filent eve reftore 


Is bappineſs confin'd : 


OW ſweet the calm of this ſequeſter'd ſhore 1 


The ſighing gale whoſe murmurs lull to reft 

The buſy tumult of declining day, 

To ſympathetic quiet ſoothes the breaſt, 
And every wild emotion dies away, 


Farewell the objects of diurnal care, 

Your taſk be ended with the ſetting ſun: 

Let all be undiſturb'd vacation here, 

While o'er yon wave aſcends the peaceful moon, 


What beauteous viſions o'cr the ſoften'd heart 

In this ſtill moment all their charm diffuſe, 
Serener joys, and brighter hopes impart, 

And cheer the ſoul with more than mortal views. 


The philoſophic temper of the ſoul ! = | 
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Here faithful mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs 


She bids her fair ideal forms aſcend, 


And quick to ev'ry gladen'd thought reſtores 


The ſocial virtue, and the abſent friend. 


Come, Luſidora, come, and with me ſhare 
The ſober pleaſures of this ſolemn ſcene ; 

While no rude tempeſt clouds the ruffled airy 
But all, like thee, is ſmiling and ſerene. 


Come, while the cool, the ſolitary bouts | 
Each fooliſh care and giddy with controul, 


With all thy ſoft perſuaſion's wonted pow'rs, 


Beyond the ſtars tranſports my liſt'ning toul, 


Oft, when the earth detain'a by empty ſhow, 
Thy voice has taught the trifler how t) riſe 

Taught her to look with ſcorn on things below, 
And ſeek her better portion in the ſkies, 


Come, and the ſacred eloquence repeat ; 

The world ſhall vaniſh at its gentle bund, 
Angelic forms ſhall viſit this retreat, 

And op'ning Heay'n diffuſe its glories round, 
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A WELL FORMED 
IMAGINATION. 


BY AKENSIDE, 


H! bleſt of Heaven, whom not the languid ſuns 
Of luxury, the Siren ; not the bribes 

Of ſordid wealth, not all the gaudy ſpoils 

Of pageant honour, can ſeduce to leave 

Thoſe ever-blooming ſweets, which from the ſtore 

Of natwe fair Imagination culls 


Of mortal offspring can attain the height 
Of envied life; th. ugh only few poſſeſs 
Patrician treaſures or imperial ſtate; 
Vet nature's care, to all her children juſt, 
With richer treaſures and an ampler ſtate, 
Endows at large whatever happy man 
Will deign to uſe them. His the city's pon p, 
The rural honours his. Whate'cr adorns 
The princely dome, the column and the arch, 
The breathing marble and the ſculptur'd gold, 
Beyond the proud poſſeſſor's narrow claim, 
His tuneful breaſt enjoys. For him, the ſpring 
Diſtils her dews, and from the ſilken gem 


To charm th' enliven'd ſoul ! What though not al! 
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Tts lucid Jeaves unfolds ; for him the hand 
Of Autumn tinges every fertile branch 
With blooming gold, and bluſhes like the mory, 


Each paſſing hour ſheds tribute from her wings; 


And ftill new beauties meet his lonely walk, 
And loves unfelt attract him. Not a breeze 
Flies o'er the meadow, not a cloud imbibes 
The ſetting ſun's effulgence, not a ſtrain 

From all the tenants of the warbling ſhade 
Aſcends, but whence his boſom can partake 
Freſh pleaſure, unreprov'd. Nor thence partake: 
Freſh pleaſure, only; for th' attentive mind, 
By this harmonious action on her Po ths 
Becomes herſelf harmonious : wont fo oft 

On outward things to meditate the charm 

Of ſacred order, ſoon ſhe ſeeks at home, 

To find a kindred oder, to exert 

Within herſelf this elegance of love, 

This fair inſpir'd delight: her temper'd powers 


Refine at length, and every paſſion wears 


3 A chaſter, milder, more attractive mein, 
| But if to ampler proſpects, if to gaze 
7 On Nature's form, where negligent of all 
| 4 | Theſe leſſer graces, he aſſumes the port 


Of that Eternal Majeſty that weigh'd 
| | The world's foundations, if to theſe the mind 


N Exalts her daring eye; then mightier far 
N Will be the change, and nobler. Would the forms 
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Of ſervile cuſtom cramp her gen'rous pow'rs? 
Would ſordid policies, the barb'rous growth 
Of ignorance and rapine, bow her down 

To tame purſuits, to indolence and fear? 

Lo ! ſhe appeals to Nature, to the winds 

And rolling waves, the ſun's unwearied courſe, 
The elements and ſeaſons ; all declare 

For what th* Eternal Maker has ordain'd 
The pow'rs of man : we feel within ourſelves 
His energy divine: he tells the heart, 

He meant, he made us to behold and love 
What he beholds and loves, the general orb 
Of life and being; to be great like him, 
Beneficent and active. Thus the men 


Hold converſe; grow familiar, day by day 
With his concepaions; act upon his plan; 
And form to his, the reliſh of their ſouls, 


-CECONOMY 
5 
PROVIDENCE. 
BY THE SAME. 


NHABITANT of earth, to whom is giv'n 
The gracious ways of Providence to learn, 
Receive my ſayings with a fledfaſt ear 


Whom nature's works can charm, with Gop hiniiclt 
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Know then the ſov'reign Spirit of the world, ' 
Though ſelf- collected from eternal time, ö 
The Bounds of true felic'ty complete; | | 
Yet by immenſe benignity inclin'd 
To ſpread around him that primæval joy 
Which filled himſelf, he rais'd his plaſtic arm, 
And ſounded through the hollow depth of ſpace 
es | ; The ſtrong, creative mandate, Strait aroſe 
[ Theſe heav'nly orbs, the glad abodes of life, 
Effuſive kindled by his breath divine | 
bi Through endleſs forms of being. Each inhal'd- | 
> From him each portion of the vital flame f 
x In meaſure ſuch, that from te wide complex | 
hin Of coexiſtent orders, one might riſe, 
1 3 One order, all involving and intire, | 
le too, beholding in the ſacrcd light 1 
2 Of his eſſential reaſon all the ſhapes 14 
1 Of ſwift contingence, all ſuccefive ties , | 
Of action propagated through the ſam 4 
| 4 Of poſſible exiſtence, he at once, N 
Down the long ſeries of eventful time, 5 
15 So fix'd the dates of being, ſo di ſpos'd, 
Jo every living ſoul of every kind, 4 
Y The field of motion and the hour of rett, ſ 
7 Tnat all conſpired to his ſupreme deſign, | 
. ; To univerſal good: with full accord 
0, 5 Anſwering the mighty model he had chos'n, 
- The beſt and faireſt of unnumber'd worlds 
£1 K 2” 
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That lay from everlaſting in the ſtore 
Of his divine conception, Nor content, 


GLOVER'S LEONIDAS, 


Sce, I feel, thy anguiſh, nor my ſoul 
Has ever known the prevalence of love, 
E'er prov'd a father's fondneſs, as this hour 
Nor, when moſt ardent to aſſert my fame, 


That « 


N J haſt 


By one exertion of creative pow'r The g 
His goodneſs to reveal; through every age, —Oh 
Throngh every moment, up the tract of time That | 
His parent-hand with ever-new increaſe That 
Of happineſs and virtue has adorn'd Alas 
The vaſt harmonious frame. Oer t 

| | | I ſhar 


Which 
: Claim 


A F. 
2 Think 
PATHETIC | 5 On m. 
| © Fer þ 
4 F 5 
FARE WELL. [7 Now 
FROM Fart 


; For L 
Thou: 
1 Should 
| 3 Alone 
With 
Deſert 


Was once my heart inſenſible to thee, | 3 1 
How had it ſtain'd the honours of my name By With 
To heſitate a moment, and ſuſpend Thy p 
My country's fate, till ſhameful life preſerr'd . Thy ſc 
By my inglorious colleague left no choice, . And 8 
But what in me were infamy to ſhun, In ſha 


Not virtue to accept! Then deem no more 
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That of my love regardicis, er thy tears, 


; I haſte uncall'd to death. The voice of fate, 


The gods, my fame, my country, bid me bleed. 
—Oh ! thou dear mourner, wherefore ſtreams afreſh 
That flood of woe? Why heaves with fighs renew'd 
That tender breaſt * Leonidas muſt fall. 

Alas | far heavier miſery impends 


Oeer thee and theſe, if ſoften'd by thy tears, 
11 ſhameſully refuſe to yield that breath, 
Which juſtice, glory, liberty, and Heaven 

| f Claim for my country, for my ſons, and thee. 
1 Think on my long unalter'd love. Reflect 

| 0 On my paternal fondneſs. Has my heart 

* Fer known a pauſe of love, or pious care? 

| Now ſhall that care, that tenderneſs be prov'd 


| Moſt warm and faithful, When thy huſband. Cics 
For Lacedæmon's ſafety, thou wilt ſhare, 


| | Thou and thy children, the diffufive good. 


* 
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Should I, thus ſingled from the reſt of men, 
Alone entruſted by th' immortal gods 

A With pow'r to ſave a people, ſhould my ſoul. 
| 2 Deſert that ſacred cauſe, thee too I yield 


1 To ſorrow and to ſhame; for thou muſt weep 


14 With Lacedæmon, muſt with her ſuſtain 
Ie painful portion of oppreſſion” s weight. 
Iby ſons behold now worthy of their names, 
5 And Spartan birth, Their growing bloom muſt pine 
In ſhame and bondage, and their youthful hearts 
K 3 | 
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Beat at the ſound of liberty no more. 

On their own virtue, and their father's fame, 
When he the Spartan freedom hath confirm'd, 
Before the world illuſtrious ſhall they riſe, 
Their country's bulwark, and their mother's juy, 
Here paus'd the patriot. With religious awe 
Grief heard the voice of virtue, No complaint 
The ſolemn filence broke, Tears ceas'd to flow ; 
Ceas'd for a moment ; ſoon again to ſtream. 
For now in arms before the palace rang'd 

His brave companions of the war demand 

Their leader's preſence ; then her griefs renew'd, 
Too preat for utterance, intercept her ſighs, 

And fieeze each accent on her fault'ring tongue. 
In ſpeechleſs anguiſh on the hero's breaſt 

She ſinks. On ev'ry fide his children preſs, 
Hang on his knees, and kiſs his honour'd hand. 
His ſoul no longer ſtruggles to confine | 
Its ſtrong compunaion, Down the hero's cheek, 
Down flows the manly ſorrow. Great in woe, 
Amid his children who incloſe him round, 

He ſtands indulging tenderneſs and love 

In graceful tears; when thus with lifted eyes, 
Addreſs'd to Heav'n :—Thou ever-living Power, 
Look down propitious, Sire of gods and men ! 
And to his faithful woman, whoſe deſert 

May claim thy .favour, grant the hours of peace, 
And thou, my great forefather, ſon of Jove, 
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o Herculus, negle& not theſe thy race! 
But ſince that ſpirit I from thee derive, 
Now bears me from them to reſiſtleſs fate, 


Do thou ſupport their virtue ! Be they taught, 


Like thee, with glorious labour li fe to grace, 
And from their father let them learn to die! 


THE 
HAPPY LIFE 
BY SIR HENRY WOTTON. 


WHO DIED IN 1639. 


OW happy is he born or taught, 

That ſerveth not another's will; 
Whoſe arinour is his honeſt thought; 
And ſimple truth his higheſt (kill, 


Whoſe paſſions not his maſters are; 
Whoſe ſoul is ſtill prepar'd for death; 
Not ty'd unto the world with care 
Of princes ear, or vulgar breath, 


Who hath his life from rumours freed ; 

Whoſe conſcience is his ftrong retreat, 
Whoſe ſtate can neither flatterers feed, 
Nor ruin make oppreſſors great: 
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Who envies none whom chance doth raiſe, 
Or vice; who never under ſtood 

How dcepeſt wounds are given with praiſe; 
Nor rules of ſtate, but rules of good : 


Who God doth late and early pray | Þ But a 
More of his grace than gifts to lend, B He. 
And entertains the harmleſs day | 3 With 
With a well-choſen book or friend ! | : | Cc 
This man is freed from ſervile bands | nis 
Of hope to riſe, or fear to fall, i] Ar 
Lord of himſelf, though not of lands; 7 It ha 
And having nothing, yet hath all. | I Ar 
e | 4 One 
TI 
9 Can 
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SWEET NES. FI 
BY ROBERTSON. 1 
F damaſk cheeks and radiant eyes, f 8 Whe 
Let other poets tell: 1 
Within the boſom of the fair © The 
Superior beauties dwell. | He. 
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1 There all the ſprightly powers of wit 


In blithe aſſemblage play ; 


There ev'ry ſocial virtue ſheds 


Its intellectual ray, 


But as the ſun's refulgent light 
Heav'ns wide expanſe refines ; 

With ſov'reign luſtre through the ſoul 
Celeſtial ſweetneſs ſhines, 


This mental beam dilates the heart, 
And ſparkles in the face 

It harmonizes every thought, 
And heightens every grace, 


One glimpſe can ſooth the troubled breaſt _ 
The heaving ſigh reſtrain ! | 

Can make the bed of ſickneſs pleaſe, 
And ſtop the ſenſe of pain. 


Its power can charm the ſavage heart, 
The tyrants pity move: 

To ſmiles convert the wildeſt rage 
And melt the ſoul to > love. 


When ſweetneſs beams upon the throne 
In majeſty benign, 

The awſul ſplendors of a crown, 
With milder luſtre ſhine, 
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In ſences of poverty and woe, 

Where melancholy dwells, 
The influence of this living ray 

The dreary gloom diſpels. 


Thus, when the blooming Spring returns 
Io chear the mournful plains, 

Through earth and air, with genial warmth, 
|  Etherial mildneſs reigns, 


= 
> 3 


Beneath its bright auſpicious beams 
No boiſt'rous paſſions riſe ; 

| Moroſeneſs quits the peaceful ſcenes, 

And baleful diſcord flies, 


A thouſand nameleſs beauties ſpring, 
A thouſand virtues glow ; 

A ſmiling train of joys appear, 

And endleſs bleſſings low, 
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| Unbounded Charity diſplays 4 

2 Y On 

Her ſympathizing charms ; | hn 
And Friendſhip's pure ſeraphie flame = 
7 Wit 

The generons boſom warms. 1 
Almighty love exerts his power, = Obſ, 
And ſpreads with ſecret art | 0 

A ſoft ſenſation through the frame, Wit 


A tranſport through the heart. | 24 
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j Nor ſhall the ſtorms of age, which cloud | 
Each gleam of ſenſual joy, 
And blaſt the gaudy flower's pride, 
Theſe bleſt effects deſtroy. 


* 1 Nen 


When that fair form ſhall fink in n 
And all theſe graces fly; 
The beauty of thy heavenly mind 


Sjnhall length of days defy. 


5 
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. $WALLOWS. 

15 5 

z BY J 

[8 RE yellow Autumn from our plains retir'd, 

' And gave to wintry ſtorms the varied year, 


The ſwallow-rare, with forchght clear inſpir'd, 
f To ſouthern climes .pr-par'd their courſe to ſteer, 


= On Damon's roof a grave aſſembly fate ; 

{ His roof a refuge to the feather'd kind; 

ö With ſerious look he mark'd the nice debate, 
And to his Delia thus addreſs'd his mind. 


| Obſerve yon twitt'ring flock, my gentle maid, 
| Obſerve and read the wond'rous ways of Heav'n, 
With us through Summer's genial reign they ſtay'd, 
And food and lodging to their wants were given. 
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But now, through ſacred preſcience, well they know 
The near approach of elemental ſtrife ; 

The bluſtry tempeſt, and the chilling ſnow, 

With ev'ry want, and ſcourge of tender life ! 1 


Thus taught, they meditate a ſpeedy fight ; 

For this, ev'n now they prune their vig'rous wing; 
For this, conſult, adviſe, prepare, excite, 

And prove their ſtrength in many an airy ring. 


No ſorrow loads their breaſt, or ſwells their eye, 


To quit their friendly haunts or native home; 
Nor fear they launching on the boundleſs ſky; 
In ſearch of future ſettlements, to roam. 


They feel a pow'r, an impulſe all divine | 
That warns them hence] they feel it and obey ; 
To this direction all their care reſign, 
Unknown their deſtin'd ſtage, unmark'd their way 


Well fare your flight ! ye mild domeſtic race ! 

Oh! for your wings to travel with the ſun ; 
Health brace your nerves, and Zephyrs aid your pace, 
Till your long voyage happily be done ; 


| See, Delia, on my roof your gueſts to- dny - ? 
To-morrow on my roof your gueſts no more ! 44 
Ere yet tis night with haſte they wing away, | 
To-morrow lands them on ſome ſafer ſhore. 
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How juſt the moral in this ſcene convey'd 
And what without a moral would we read ? 
Then mark what Damon tells his gentle maid, 
And w:th his leſſon regiſter the deed, 


'Tis thus life's cheerful ſeaſons roll away ; 

: Thus threats the winter of inclement age: 

| | Our time of a&tion—but a ſummers day; 

| And earth's frail orb the ſadly-varied ftage ! 


And does no pow'r its friendly aid diſpenſe, 
Nor give us tidings of ſome happier clime ? 
Find WE no guide in gracious providence 
Beyond the ſtroke of death, the verge of time ! 


Yes, yes, the ſacred oracles we hear, 
That point the path to realms of endleſs day; 
That bid our hearts, nor death, nor anguiſh fear, 
Tus future tranſport, THAT to life the way, 


Then let us timely for our flight prepare. 
And form the ſoul for her divine abode; 
Obey the call, and truſt the leaders care 
To bring us ſafe, through Virtue's paths, to God. 


pace, 


Let no fond love for earth exact a ſigh, 

No doubts divert our ſteady ſteps afide : 

Nor let us long to live, nor dread to die: 
Heav'n is our Hope, and Providence our guide, 


1 | 
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1 
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To | f 

MELANCHOLY. a 

BY RACK. þ 
"\OME, MELANCHOLY muſing maid, 7 ; 
Who ſeek'ſt the thick ſequeſter'd ſhade, 1 8 

Where ſolitude erects her filent throne; | 4 
Or wild umbrageous bow'r, 9 \ 

Or ivy-mantled tow'r, | P 
With bats ſwift-wheeling round its ſhatter'd fides ; H 
Where croaks the raven ; where the owl reſides, . s 
And through the ſtill night pours | 8 l 


Her plaintive moan, 


Where ruins, ſcatter'd round, 
And crumbling fragments, ſtrew the ground, 
Watching the glow-worms paly ray, 
Or meteors {hooting through the aerial way, | 
Frem converſe with mankind 
Thou, ſeekeſt to retire : 
Thou, who, with diſhivell'd hair, ; 
Sitt'ſt, muſing, on a rugged ſtone, 4 
With fixed-eye, and brow ſevere, 


Where the gurgling waters run, 
Inſpire the ſong: 
Jo thee belong 
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The ſad, yet ſoothing ſtrains that wake 
The mournful lyre. | 
Slow and ſolemn be the ſound, 
While the ſtrings my fingers (weep; ; 
Let the pendent rocks around 
With trickling waters weep ; 
And echo tell my rifing ſighs 
O'er the wild margin of the foaming deep: 


Sometimes, methinks, I ſce thee lie reclin'd 
Beneath the baneful yew-tree's ſhade ; 
With filent ſorrow brooding o'er thy mind; 
Y Sad, by mournful muſing made; 
83 5 And, while thy pale cheek reſts upon thy hand, 
The chry tal drops, ſoft trickling from thine eyes, 
Deſcend and ſtrew with pearl the barren ſtrand, 
While ev'ry hollow breeze 
Comes loaded with thy ſighe, 


No more the gay, the ſeſtive throng 
The mazy dance, the ſprightly ſong, 
Softly warbling, charm thine ear, 
Muſic ſwells the notes in vain: 
Pleaſure, with her ſportive train, 
Scarce can keep thee from deſpair, 


* 


For thee, in vain, ſweet ſpring awakes the flow'rs; 
In vain gay ſummer ſhines in vary'd dyes, 
Or autumn ſheds her fruits in golden ſhow'rs: 
To thec each beauteous * no joy ſupplies. 
| | 2 
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Far from theſe, to dreary ſcenes, 
Lonely haunts, or gloomy ſhade, , 

* Mongſt the mournful evergreens, 
Thou retir'ſt and hid'ſ thy head, 


The riſted rock, the column's ſhatter'd brows, 
The blaſted oak by Jove's dread bolt deform'd, 
The crumbling tow'r where claſping ivy grows, 
The tott'ring battlements which war has ſtorm'd, 
With penſive pleaſure feed thine eyes, 
And lull thy woes with fancy'd eaſe, 
While the pale moon, behind a broken cloud. 
A momentary gleam ſupplies, 


Semetimes, where ſepulckral ſtones 


Proclaim the ſpoils of Death's all conqu'ring hand, 


And o'er the ſlow-corroding bones 
Their name and age in frail memorial Rand, 
A few quick circling years, 
Thou fitt'ſt, and poring o'er the tale, 
Eecom'ſt thyſelf a monument in tears, 
There, beneath the vaulted ſkies, 
With pallid looks and downcaſt eyes, 
While the chilling damps ariſe, 
(Peace a ſtranger to thy breaſt,) 
Joyleſs, penſive, diſtreſt, 
(The. bleak winds beating on thy naked head, 
| And ſporting with thy hair,) 


5 
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Thou ſeeſt around thin ſhades ariſe, 
And ſheeted ghoſts and ſpectres drear, 
= Glide hideous with averted eyes, 
: Shoot up in lambent flame, and tow'r along the ſkies, 


Then hollow groans thine ear invade, 


n'd, — 4 Whoſe murmurs, echoing through the ſhade, 
Ws, © 4 5 Diſturb the deep ſerene: 
orm' , 3 The moon retires behind a cloud ; 

Night puts on her darkeſt ſhroud; 

And horror clothes the ſcene. 

Now with filent ſteps and ſlow, 

Inly pining with thy woe, 

To thy ſolitary cell, 

Where thou ever lov'ſt to dwell, 
; hand, Thou retreating with a ſigh, 


Seek'ſt, but 1n vain, to cloſe thy ever-wakeful eye. 


4 | Around thy couch, the family of ſpleen, 
. With aſpect wan, and ghaſtly mein 
(deal ſhapes, in terror clad ariſe; 5 
5 And diſcontent, with baneful wing, 
q Of ev'ry joy pollutes the ſpring, 
And ſpreads a dark veil o'er the brighteſt ſkies. 


Not all the bliſs that Eden could. beſtow 
Can light up ſunſhine in the penſive breaſt 
Fix'd are thy ſorrows, rooted is thy woe : 
Z Nought on earth, can ſooth thy ſoul to reſt, 
4 I. 3 
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| THE 


BLESSINGS or PEACE 
BY THOMSON. 


( ) Beauteous peace, 
Sweet union of a ſtate ! what elſe, but thou, 


Gives ſafety, ſtrength, and glory to a people! 
J bow, Lord Conftable, beneath the ſnow 
Of many years ! yet in my breaſt revives 
A youthful flame, Methinks, I ſee again 
Thoſe gentle days renew'd, that bleſs'd our iſle, 
Ere by this waſteful fury of divifion, 
Worſe than our Ætna's moſt deſtru&ive fires, 
It deſolated funk, I fee our plains _ 
Unbounded waving with the gifts of harveſt ; 
Our ſeas with commerce throng'd, our buſy ports 
With chearful toil. Our Enna blooms afreſh ; 
_ Afreſh the ſweets of thymy Hybla blow. 
Our nymphs and ſhepherds, ſporting in each vale, 
Inſpire new ſong, and wake the paſtoral reed, | 


THE 
WINTERs DAY. 
THE AUTHOR UNKNOWN. 


HEN raging ſtorms deform the air, 
And clouds of ſnow deſcend; 
And the wide landſcape bright and fair, 
No deepen'd colours blend, 
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When biting froſt rides on the wind, 
Bleak from the North and Eaft, 


4 
E 4 And wealth is at its eaſe reclin'd, 
Prepar'd to laugh and feaſt, 

When the poor trav' ler treads the plain 

» but thou, : 3 
| - All dubious of his way, 

Fr And crawls with night-encreaſing pain, 

And dreads the parting day. 
ine When poverty in vile attire 

5 3 Shrinks from the biting blaſt, 

Dr hovers o'er the pigmy fire. 

cs, 8 | 5 : | 
3 And fears it will not laſt, 
3 | f When the fond mother bugs her child 
„ Still cloſer to her breaſt, 
15 And the poor infant froſt-beguil'd 
| Scarce feels that it is preſt. 
h vale, | | . 
. | : Then let the bounteous hand extend 
# Its bleſhngs to the poor, 
> Nor ſpurn the wretched while they bend 


All ſuppliant at your door. 


SELECT POEMS, 
H FT M N 
ro 
THE CREATOR. 


FROM 


HE GREER OF 
EUPOLIS. 
Who lived about four hundred years before Chriſt, 


- UTHOR of being, ſource of light, 
With unfading beauties bright, 

Fullneſs, goodneſs, rolling round | 
Thy own fair orb without a bound: 
Whether thee the ſuppliants call, 

Truth or good, or one,. or all,. 

* Ei, or Iao; Thee we hail 

Grecian or Barbaric name, 

Thy ſtedfaſt being ſtill the ſame. 

Thee, when morning greets the fk ies 
With roſy cheeks and humid eyes; 
Thee, when ſweet declining day 

Sinks in purple waves away; 

Fhee will I fing, O'parent Jove, | 
And teach the world to praift and love. 

| * Names attributed to the Deity, 
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Yonder azure vault on high, 

Yonder blue, low, liquid ſky, 

Earth on its firm baſis plac'd, 

And with circling waves embrac'd, 

All creating power confeſs, 

All their mighty Maker bleſs, 

Thou ſhak'ſt all nature with thy nod, 
Sea, earth, and air confeſs the God: 
Vet does thy powerful hand ſuſtain 
Both earth and heaven, both firm and main. 
Scarce can our daring thoughts ariſe 

To thy pavillion in the ſkies, 

Nor can Plato's ſelf declare 

The bliſs, the joy, the rapture there, 
Barren above thou doſt not reign, 

But circled with a glorious train, 

The ſons of God, the ſons of light, 
Ever joying in thy ſight : 

(For thee thy filver harps are ſtrung,) 
Ever beauteous, ever young! 

Angelic forms their voices raiſe, 

And through heaven's arch reſound thy praiſe, 
The feather'd fowls that ſwim the air, 
And bathe in liquid æther there, 

The lark, ſweet herald of their choir, 


Leading them higher fill and higher, 
Liften and learn; th' angelic notes 
Repeating in their warbling throats ; 
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Imparted Juſtre ; thus we ſee 


EIS 
——5 CIRTICPRIPTy 


And ere to ſoft repoſe they go, 

Teach them to their lords below: 

On the green turf, their moſſy neſt, 
The evening anthem ſwells their breaſt. 
Thus, like thy *golden chain on high, 
Thy praiſe unites the earth and ſky, 
Source of light, thou bidſt the ſun 
On his burning axle run ; 

The ſtars like duſt around him fly, 
And ſhew the area of the ſky ; 

He drives ſo ſwift his race above, 
Mortals can't perceive him move ; 

So ſmooth his courſe, oblique or ftrait, 
Olympus ſhakes-not with his weight, 
As the queen of ſolemn night 

Fill at his vaſe or orb of light, 


The ſolar virtue ſhines by thee, 
+Eirefhons we'll no more, 

Imaginary power, adore ; 

Since, oil, and wool, and cheering wine, 
And life-ſuſtaining bread are thine, 
Thy herbage, O gre: t Pan, ſuſtains | 
The flocks that graze our Attic plains ; 


®See Homer?s Iliad, book viii, the beginning. ® 

+ This word fignifies.an olive-branch, wwrapt roun! 

with e, and ornamented with grapes and different © 

kinds of fruits, which the antients hung before their houſes | WI 
by Way of charm, to prevent famine, 4 


Far 


| Ihe olive, with freſh verdure crown'd, 
> 


* 1 
1 ; A 


— 


inning, 

wwrapt CY 
and different * 
re their houſes © 


And a thouſand bleſſings brings, 
Minerva only is thy mind, 
W iſdom and bounty to mankind. 


| Her and flower, and ſhrub that grows 
n Theſſalian Tempe's plain, 
Or where the rich Sabeans reign, 


For food, for med'cine, or delight: 
Planted by thy parent care, 

8 pring and ſmile, and flouriſh there. 
O ye nurſes of ſoft dreams, 


Oft murmuring o'er the pebbles ſheen, 


SELECT POEMS. 119 


Riſes pregnant from. the ground; 
ar thy command it ſhoots and fprings, 


he fragrant thyme, thy bloomy role, 


The treat the taſte, or ſmell, or fight, 


— — — 


eedy brooks, and winding ſtreams, 7 


Or ſliding through the meadows green. 


Or where through matted ſedge you creep, 


Travelling to your parent deep: 


Sound his praiſe ; by whom you roſe, 


hat ſea which neither ebbs nor flows, 


* | 
O ye mortal woods and groves, 
| ee th' enamour'd ſtudent loves, 


Beneath whole venerable ſhade, 

For thought and friendly converſe made, 
| Fam'd * Hecadem, old hero, lies, 
1 | hoſe ſhrine is ſhaded from the ſkies, 


* Probably this word means Cudmus, 


Projects from far its trembling light; 
You, whoſe roots deſcend as low, 

As high in air your branches grow ; 
Your leafy arms to heaven extend, 
Bend your heads, in homage bend : 
Cedars and pines that wave above, 
And mighty oaks belov'd of Jove : 
Omen, monſter, prodigy, 

Or nothing are, or Jove from thee ! 
Whether various nature play, * 
Or reinvers'd thy will obey, 

And to rebel man declare 

Famine, plague, or waſteful war. 
Laugh, ye profane, who dare deſpiſe 
The threatening vengeance of the ſkies, 
Whilſt the pious, on his guard, 
Undiſmay'd is ſtill prepar'd; 

Life or death, his mind's at reſt, 

Since what thou ſend'ſt muſt needs be beſt. 
No evil can from thee proceed : 

*Tis only ſuffer'd, not decreed. 

Darkneſs is not from tte ſun, | 

Nor mount the ſhades till he is gone: 
Then does night obſcene ariſe 

From Erebus, and fill the ſkies, 
Fantaſtic forms the air invade, 
Daughters of nothing, and of ſhade, 


— 
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| * And through the gloom of ſilent night 

N | 
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4 Can we forget thy guardian care, 
Slow to puniſh, prone to ſpare ! 
Thou break'ſt the haughty Perſiau's pride, 
That dar'd old Ocean's pow'r deride; 
; Their ſhipwrecks ſtrew'd th' Eubean wave, 
: At Marathon they found a grave. 
| 4 O ye bleſt Greeks who there expir'd, 
Por Greece with pious ardor fir'd, 
What ſhrines or altars ſhall we raiſe 
Io ſecure your endleſs praiſe ? 
Dr need we monuments ſupply, 
| & To reſcue what can never die * 
® And yet * a greater hero far 
(Unleſs great Socrates could err) 
Shall riſe to bleſs ſome future day, 
And teach' to live, and teach to pray. 
Come, unknown inſtructor come 
Our leaping hearts ſhall make thee room. 
Thou with Jove our vows ſhall ſhare, 


o 
27 n 
. 


pOf Jove and thee we are the care. 
O Father, King, whoſe heavenly face 
2 Shines ſerene on all thy race, 


Me thy magnificence adore, 
1 And thy well-known aid implore : 
[4 Nor vainly for thy help we call ; 
FR Nor can we want; for thou art All! 
Fa * ie Meſfiah, * by Socrates, 


* 
1 
* 
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BY  ARENSIDE. 


O! diſclos'd in all her ſmiling pomp, 
Where Beauty onward moving claims the verſ: 


Her charms inſpire : the freely flowing verſe 

In thy immortal praiſe, O form divine! 

. Smooths her mellifluent ſtream. Thee, Beauty! thee 
The regal dome and thy enliv'ning ray 

The mofy roofs adore : thou, better ſun ! 

For ever beameſt on th' enchanted heart 

Love and harmonious wonder, and delight 

Poetic. Brighteſt progeny of Heaven! 

How ſhall I trace thy features? where ſelect 

The roſcate hues to emulate thy bloom? 


Haſte then, my ſong! through Nature's wide expanſe, | 4 Ent 
Hattie then and gather all her comlicſt wealth, 1 For 
Mhate'er bright ſpoils the florid earth contains, 3 Thy 
Whate'er the waters or the liquid air, ine 
To deck thy lovely labour. Wilt thou fly 1 ER 
With laughing Autumn to th' Atlantic iſles, | 3 An 
And range with him th' Heſperian field, and ſee El Th. 
Where'er his fingers touch the fiuitful grove T wi 
The branches ſhoot with gold, where'er his ſtep a Thi 


Marks the glad ſoil the tender cluſters grow 
With purple ripeneſs, and inveſt each hill 
As with the bluſhes of an evening ſky ? 


5 
S the verſe | 
ſe 


uty ! thee 
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Or wilt thou rather ſtoop thy vagrant plume, | 
Where gliding thro' his daughter's honour'd ſhades 


3 The ſmooth Peneus from his glaſſy flood 

I Refle&s purpureal Tempe's pleaſant ſcene ? 

'F Fair Tempe! haunt belov'd of ſylvan pow're, 

F Of Nymphs and Faun*, where in the Golden Age 
2 They play'd in ſecret on the ſhady brink 

1 With ancient Pan, while round their choral ſteps 
b 4 Young hours and genial gales with conſtant hand 
7 Shower'd bloſſoms, odour's, ſhow'r'd ambroſial de we, 
And ſprings Elyſian bloom. Her flow'ry tore 
= 3 To thee nor Tempe ſhall refuſe nor watch 

| of winged Hydra guard Heſperian fruits 


From thy free ſpoil. O! bear then unreproy'd 


Ji 


th, 


ains, 


l N 2 — 1 
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hy ſmiling treaſutes to the green receſs 
Where young Dione ſtays: with ſweeteſt airs 
Je expanſe, 4 Entice her forth to lend her angel form 
For Beauty's honour'd image. Hither turn 


3 Thy graceful footſteps ; hither, gentle Maid“ 


| Incline thy poliſh'd forchead ; let thy eyes 


Effuſe the mildneſs of their azure dawn, 


FF And may the fanning breezes waft aſide 

£4 Thy radiant locks, diſcloſipg as it bends 

: With airy ſoftneſs from the marble neck 

&. The cheek fair-blooming and the roſy lip, 

E. Where winning ſmiles and pleaſures ſweet as Love 
With ſanctity and wiſdom temp'ring blend 

7 Their ſoft allurement: then the pleaſing force 
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Of nature, and her kind parental care, 


Worthier I'd ſing; then all th' enamour'd youth, | 


With each admiring virgin, to my lyre 

Should throng attentive, while I point on high 
Where B2auty's living image, like the Morn 
That wakes in Zeyhur's arms the bluſhing May 
Moves onward ; or as Venus when ſhe ſtood 
Effulgent on the pearly car, and ſmil'd 

Freſh from the deep, and conſcious of her form, 
To fee the Tritons tune their vocal ſhells, 

And each cerulean ſiſter of the flood 

With loud acclaim attend her o'er the waves 
'To ſeek the Idalian bow'r, Ye ſmiling band 
Of youths and virgins ! who through all the maze 
Of young defire with rival ſteps purſue 

This charm of beauty, if the pleaſing toil 

Can yield a moment's reſpite, hither turn 

Your favourable ear, and truſt my words, 

do not mean to wake the gloomy form 

Of Superſtition dreſt in Wiſdom's garb 

To damp your tender hopes; I do not mean 
To bid the jealous Thund'rer fire the heav'ns, 

Or tapes inſernal rend the grocning earth, 

To fright you from your joys; my cheerful ſong 
With better omens calls you to the field, 

Pleas'd with your generous ardour in the chaſe _ 
And warm like you. Then tell me, tor ye know, 
= beauty ever deign to dwell where health 
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And active uſe are ſtrangers? Is her charm 
Confeſs'd in aught whoſe moſt peculiar ends 
Are lame and fruitleſs? Or did Nature mean 
This pleaſing call the herald of a lie, 

To hide the ſhame of diſcord and diſeaſe, | 
And catch with fair hypocriſy the t eart 1 
Of idle Faith? O no! with better cares ; 
Th' indulgent mother, conſcious how infirm 

Her offspring tread the paths of good and ill, 

By this illuſtrious image, in each kind _ 

Still moſt illuſtrious where the object holds 

Its native pow'rs moſt perfect, ſhe by this 

Illumes the headſtrong impulfe of defire, 

And ſanctifies his choice, The gen'rous glebe 
Wheſe boſom ſmiles with verdure, the clear track 
Of ſtreams delicious to the thirſty ſoul, 

The bloom of nectar'd fruitage ripe to ſenſe, 

And ev'ry charm of animated things, 

Are only pledges of a ſtate ſincere, 

Th' integrity and order of their frame 

When all is well within, and ev'ry end 
Accompliſhed. Thus was beauty ſent from Heav'n 
The lovely miniſtreſs of Truth and Good 

In this dark world ; for Truth and Good are one, 
And Beauty dwells in them, and they in her 
With like participation : wherefore then, 

O ſons of Earth! would you diſſolve the tie? 
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O! wherefore with a raſh impetuous aim, 
Seek ye thoſe flow'ry joys with which the hand 
Of laviſh Fancy paints each flatt' ring ſcene 
Where beauty ſeems to dwell, nor once inquire 
Where is the ſanction of eternal truth, 

Or where the ſeal of undeceitful good, 

To fave your ſearch from folly ! Wanting theſe 
Lo! Beauty withers in your void embrace, 
And, with the glitt'ring cf an idiot's toy, 

Did fancy mock your vows. Nor let the gleam 
Of youthful hope, that ſhines upon your hearts, 
Be chill'd or clouded at the awful taſk, 

To learn the lore of undeceitful good, 


And truth eternal. Though the pois'nous charms 


Cf baleful ſuperſtition guide the feet 


Of ſervile numbers through a dreary way 

To their abode, through deſerts, thorns and mire, 
And leave the wretched pilgrim all forlorn 

To muſe at laſt amid the ghoſtly gloom 

Of graves, and hoary vaults, and cloiſter'd cells, 


To walk with ſpectres through the midnight ſhade, 


And to the ſcreaming owls accurſed ſong 
Attune the dreadful workings of his heart, 
Yet be not ye diſmay'd: a gentler ſtar 


Your lovely ſearch illumines. From the grove 


Where Wiſdom talk'd with her Athenian ſons 


Could my ambitious hand intwine a. wreath. 
Of Plato's olive with the Mantuan bay, 
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Then ſhould pow'rful verſe at once diſpel 
"Z Thoſe monkith horrors, then in light divine 
# Diſcloſe th' Elyſian proſpect, where the ſteps 
A Of thoſe whom Nature charms thro' blooming waiks, 
Through fragrant mountains and poetic flreams, 
| 4 Amid the train of ſages, heroes, bards, 
| 4 Led by their winged Genius and the choir 
Of laurell'd Science and harmonious Art, 
| 2 Proceed exulting to th' eternal ſhrine 
| Y Where Truth conſpic'ous with her ſiſter twins, 
he undivided partners of her ſway, 

2 With Good and Beauty reigns, 
Y Lull'd by luxurious Pleaſure's languid train, 
1 Or crouching to the frowns of bigot Rage, 
1 O let us not a moment pauſe to join 


O let not, us, 


That godlike band! and if the gracious pow'r 


N 


SING 
8 


1 Who firſt awaken'd my untutor'd ſong, 
Will to my invocation breathe anew. 

The tuncful ſpirit, then through all our paths 

2 Ne'er ſhall the ſound of this devoted lyre 

he wanting; whether on the roſy mezd, 

When Summer ſmiles, to warn the melting heart 
[Of Luxury's allurement, whether firm 

Againſt the torrent and the ſtubborn hill 

Io urge bold Virtue's unremitted nerve, 

And wake the ſtrong divinity of ſoul 

pat conquers Chance and Fate, or whether ſtruck 


For ſounds of triumph to proclaim her toils 
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Upon the lofty ſummit, round her brow 

To twine the wreath of incorruptive praiſe, 
To trace her hallow'd light thro' future worlds 
And bleſs Heav'ns image in the heart of man, 
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MONODY. 

BY GEORGE LORD LYTTLETON. 
on THE 
DE A TEN 
| OF 
HIS LA D F. 

T length eſeap' from every haman eye, 
From every duty, every care, 


That in my mournful thoughts might claim a ſhare, ] Z 
Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry; | 


Beneath the gloom of this embowering ſhade, 


This lone retreat for tender ſorrow made, 3 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief, 3 
And pour forth all my ftores of grief: : 
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Of grieſ ſurpaſſing every other woe, 
Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 
worlds Can on th' enobled mind beſtow, 

man. | Fl Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
| ] Our groſs defires, inclegant and low, 


ſe, 


1 Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, 

Ve high o'erſhadowing hills, 

Fe lawns gay-ſmiling with eternal green, 

| : Oft have you my Lucy ſeen | 

E But never ſhall you now behold her more : 

Nor will ſhe now with fond delight, 

3 And taſte refin'd, your rural charms explore, 

> C'os'd are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, 
F Thoſe beauteous eyes, where beaming us'd to ſhine 
| 1 Reaſon's pure light, and Virtue's ſpark divine. 


TON, 


Oft would the Dryads of theſe woods rejoice, 
To hear her heavenly voice: 

For her defpiſing, when ſhe deign'd t to ſing, 
he ſweeteſt ſongſters of the Spring: 

The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no more, 

J The nightingale was mute, 

And every ſhepherd's flute 

: E Was caſt in filent ſcorn away, 

iy ; 1 5 While all attended to her ſweeter lay, 


eye, 


m a ſhare, | Þ 


— 
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Ye larks and linnets, now reſume your ſong ; 
And thou, melodious Philomel, | 
Again thy plaintive ſtery tell; 

For death has ſtopp'd that tuneful tongue, 1 
Whoſe muſic could alone your warbling notes excel. 1 


In vain, I look round 
O' er the well-known ground, 
My Lucy's wonted footſteps to deſcry ; 
Where oft we us'd to walk ; 
Where oft in tender talk _ 
We ſaw the ſummer-ſun go down the ky; 


Nor by yon fountain's fide, | WS 
Nor where its waters glide 1 W 
Along the valley, can ſhe now be found; I B 
In all the wide-ſtretch'd proſpe&'s an 828 bound 3 W 
No more my mournf.l eye Ah! 

Can aught of her eſpy, WM T 


But the ſad ſacred earth where her dear re! ks bs 3 A 


O ſhades of Hagley, where is now your boaſt ? 
Your bright inhabitant is loſt, _ 
Vou ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reſorts. 
Where female vanity might wich to ſhine, 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts, 
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ſong ; 'F Her modeſt beguties, ſhunn'd the public eye: 
Z To your ſequeſter'd dales, 

1 And flower embroider'd vales, 
Prom an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly. 
tes excel. | 1 With Nature there retir'd, and Nature's God 
| The filent paths of wiſdom trod, 

And baniſh'd every paſſion from her breaſt £ 
But thoſe the gentleſt and the beſt, 

Whoſe holy flame, with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 
The conjugal and the maternal love, 


Sweet babes! who, like the little playful fawns, 
Were wont to trip along thoſe verdant lawns 
By your delighted mother's fide, 
Who now you infant ſteps ſhall guide? 

Jah! where 1s now the hand whoſe tender care 
10 every virtue would have form'd your youth, 
And ſtrew'd with flowers the thorny 1 of truth? 


0 lots beyond repair! 
r boaſt? I 


bound 
rel cks lie. 


O wretched ther; lef alone, 
. 3 To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own ! 
| I How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs'd with woe 
ZAnd drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 
Perfarm'd the duties that you doubly owe ! 
Now ſhe, alas! is gone, 
rom folly and from vice their helpleſs age to ſave ? 
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Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore : 
From theſe fond arms that vainly ftrove ; 

With hapleſs, ineffectual love, 
To guard her boſom. from the mortal blow? 
Could not your favouring power, Aonian maids, 
Could not, alas! your power prolong her date; 
For whom ſo oft, in theſe inſpiring ſhades, 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad muwmitains hoar, 
You open'd all your ſacred ftore ; 
Whate'er your ancient ſages taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 
And bade her raptur'd breaſt with all your ſpirit glow! 


Nor then did Pindus or Caſtalia's plain, 

Or Aganippe's fount, yonr fteps detain, 

Nor in the Theſpian vallies did you play; 
Nor then on Mincio's bank | 
eſet with oſiers dank, 

Nor where Clitumnus rolls his gentle ftream, 
Nor where through hanging woods, | 
Steep Anio pours his floods. 

Nor yet where Meles or IIliſus Py 

Il does it now beſeem, 

That of your guardian care bereft, 
To dire diſeaſe and death your darling ſhould be left. 
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. 3 And ſtrew with choiceſt flowers hei hallow'd tomb; 
Baut foremoſt thou in ſable veſtment clad, 
With accents ſweet and ſad, 

3 N 
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Now what avails it, that in early bloom, 
When light fantaſtic toys, 
Are all her ſex's joys 
With you ſhe ſearch'd the wit of Greece and Rome, 
And all that in her latter days, 
To emulate her ancient praiſe, 
* Italia's happy genius could produce; ; 
Or what the Gallic fire 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 
By all the graces temper'd and refin'd ; 
Or what in Britain's iſle, 
Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 
The powers of Reaſon and of Fancy join'd 
To full perfection have conſpir'd to raiſe; 
Ah what is now the uſe 
Of all theſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 
To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now conſign'd. 


At leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 

Tis your's from death to fave, 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 

With golden characters her worth engrave. 
Come, then, ye virgin-ſiſters come, 
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Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Laura's urn, FR Not 


Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn : Z But 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay z A ſpi 
A more impaſkon'd tear, a more pathetic lay! 1 Co 

Tell how each beauty of her mind and face : 
Was brighten'd by ſome ſweet peculiar grace | 10 
How eloquent in every look 0. 
Throꝰ her expreſſive eyes her ſoul diſtinctly ſpoke! That, 
Tell bow her manners, by the world refined, 2 ] 
Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind, | 
And made each charm of poliſh'd courts agree ; * 
Wih candid Truth's ſimplicity, 7 
And uncorrupted Innocence, ; All p 


Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 1 
She join'd the ſoſtening influence ; 
Of more than female tenderneſs : 


How in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and Joy, 
Which oft tlie care of others good deſtroy, 
Her kindly-melting heart, 


To every want and every woe, Fs 193 
To guilt itfelf when in diſtreſs, F 
The balm of pity would impart, 

And all relief that bounty. could beſtow ! 
F'en for the Kid or lamb, that pour'd its life 
Eeneath the bloody knife, 1 
Her gentle tears would fall; | 


Tears from ſweet Virtue's ſource benevolent to all. 
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Not only good and kind, 
But ſtrong and elevated was her mind: 
A ſpirit that with noble pride 
Could look ſuperior down 
On fortune's ſmile or frown ; 
That, could, without regret or pain, 
To Virtue's loweſt duties ſacrifice, 
Or Intcreſt or Ambition's higheſt prize; 
That, injur'd or offeaded, never tried 
Its dignity, by vengeance, to maintain, 
But by magnanimous diſdain. 
A wit that, temperately briglit, 
With inoffenſive light | 
All pleaſing ſhone, nor ever put 
The decent bounds that Wiſdom's ſober hand, 
And ſweet Benevolence's mild command, 
And baſhful Modeſty, beſore it caſt. 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd, 

That nor too little nor too much believ'd, 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion's coward fear, 
And, without weakneſs, knew to be ſincere. 
Such Lucy was when in her faireſt days 
Amidlt th' acclaim of univerſal praiſe, 

In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom, 
Death came remorſeleſs on, and funk her to the 


tomb, 
N. 2 
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So, where the ſilent ſtreams of Liris glide, 
In the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle gale, 
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head; 
From every branch the balmy flowerets riſe, 
On every bough the golden fruits are ſeen ; 
With odours ſwert it fills the ſmiling ſkies, 
The wood-nynphs tend it, and the Idalian queen 
But in the midſt of all its blooming piide, 
A ſudden blaſt from Appeninus blows, 


The tender bligl.ted plant ſhrinks up its leaves, and 


Arife, O Petrach ! from th' Elyſian bowers, 
With never»fading myrtles twin'd, 
And fragrant with ambrofial fowers, 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join'd ; 
Ariſe, and hither bring the filver lyre, 
Tun'd by thy ſkilful hand, 
To the ſoft notes of elegant defire, 
With which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtrous love; 
To me reſign the vocal ſhell, 
And teach my ſorrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale fo well, 
As may e'en things inanimate, 
Rough niountain oaks, and deſart rocks, to pity move, 
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What were, alas! thy woes compar'd to mine? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful Land 
Of Hymen never gave her hand; 
The joys of wedded love were never thine, 
In thy domeſtic care 
She never borc a ſhare, 
Nor with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that feſter'd there : 
Nor did her fond affection on the bed 
Of ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 
Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 
And charm away the ſenſe of pain: ; 
Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame 
With pledges dear, and with a father's tender name. 
O beſt of wives! Oh! dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms | 
Were yielded to my arms: 
How can my ſoul endure the lofs of thee ? 
How in the world, to me a deſert grown, 
A bandon'd and alone, | 
Without my {ſweet companion can I live?“ 
Without thy lovely ſmile, 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil, 
What pleaſurcs now can pall'd Ambition give? 


Fen the delightful ſenſe of well-carn'd praiſe, 
Unſhar'd by thee, no more my lifeleſs thought could 


: raiſe. 
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For my diſtracted mind 
What ſuccour can I find ; 
On whom for conſolation ſhall I call? 
Support me every friend ; 
Your kind aſſiſtance lend, 
To bear the weight of this oppreſſive wee, 
Alas! each friend of mine, 
My dear departed love, fo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. 
My books, the beſt relief 
In every other grief, 
Are now with your idea ſadden'd all: 
Each favourite author we together read 


My tortur'd memory wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy dess, 


We were the happieſt pair of human kind: 
The rolling year its various courſe perform'd, 
And back return'd again; 
Another, and another mailing came, 
And ſaw our happineſs ynchang'd remain, 
Still in her golden chain 
Harmonious concord did our wiſhes bind; 
Our ſtudies, pleaſures, taſte the ſame. 
O fatal, fatal ſtroxe | 
That all this pleaſing fabric Love had rals'd 
Of rare felicity, 
On which ev'n wanton Vice with envy gaz'd 
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With ſoothing hope for many a future day, 


4 In one ſad moment broke! 
: Yet O my ſoul! thy riſing murmurs ſlay ; 
| | Nor dare th' all-wiſe Diſpoſer to arraizn, 
8 Or againſt his ſupreme decree 
| E With impious grief complain. 
3 That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade, 


. 


3 And, in theie low abodes of fin and pain, 


ler pure exalted foul, 


1 Unjuſtly, for thy pratial good, detain; ? 

1 No—12ther ſtrive thy groveling mind to raiſe 
1 Up to that unclouded blaze, 

l That heavenly radiance of cternal light, 
4 In which enthron'd ſhe now with p'ty ſecs 


0 
IJ 


: How frail, how inſecure, how flight, 
Ils every mortal bliſs; 
E'en Love itſelf, if riſing by degrees, 


; Beyond the bounds of this imperfect itatc, 

; Whoſe fleeting joys ſo toon mui end, 

f It does not to it's ſovereign good aſcend, 
3 Riſe, then, my ſoul, with hope clate, 


F Whoſe peaceful path, and ever-open gate, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt, ſhell mirs 


Would thy fond love his grace to her controu! 


And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
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And every ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form'd 


Was his moſt rightcous will—ind be that will obcy'd. 


» 
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There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore; q 
There yield up all his power ne'er to divide you more | Ss Th 


And 

| Do 
And 

Pofſe 

wa Shi 

5 | Oſt' 
REFLECTION. I w 


WE penſive through ti.e valc I bend ny E As o 
q way . | 3 Ti 
Where Stour (dear native ſtream) glides ſwift aloe 
Come, ever friendly to the poet's lay, | 3 
Come, ſweet Reflection, aid my artleſs ſong. 


Be thou my guide through life's perplexed maze, 
Dear monitreſs ! do thou my fteps attend; > 
Within my breaſt, oh! let thy influence blaze, | of 
And ne'er forſake me till I meet my end, | T 


Now Spring, with roſy cheek and airy tread, 'Y ÞT 
On wings of ſouthern breezes lightly borne, rg 

Comes jocund—let me, by thee muſing, led 
With early footſteps meet the bluſhing morn, 
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ore; © While from the buſhy haunts of men I rove, 
e you more, Þ # Their folly, noiſe, and riot, leave behind. 

| And wand'ring far among the ſcenes I love, 
Dio thou enlighten and expand my mind. 


F And as I ſtray with thee at ev'ning hour, 

3 When Cynthia, riſing full illumes the (ies, 
© Pofeſs my ſou), and let thy magic pow'r 

Shew Nature's wonders to wy raptur'd eyes, 


Low let me there indulge Hope s ſoothing dream 
7 When ſleep with ebon wand hath charm'd the 


5 town, 
bend my As on the hill I tray, or where the FRONT 
2 To liquid filver chang'd, flows bubbling down. 
s ſwift al 
b While worlds on worlds unnumber'd round me roll 
ſs ſous. Their glorious orbs, and ſpeak their Maker's 
praiſe; 
3 How great magnificent, ſublime, the whole, 
5 Then in my breaſt Devotion's altar raiſe, 
N 9 Oh | could mine eyes, like heav'n- taught Newton frace 
wings Their wond'rous ſy tems, motioris, changes, pow'rs 
| Like him explore th' unbounded realms of ſpace 
ben To inform mankind like him, employ my hours. 
borne, Ig 
led 
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Thrice happy they to whoſe enlarged minds 

The book of Nature ever open lies, 

Its truths diſplay'd,—who freed from error's blind 
Feaſt on its beauties their enlighten'd eyes, 


But themes like theſe ſo high above my Muſe, 
Brief let me touch, nor dare attempt to ſoar, 
Familiar, ſofter ſubjects let me chaſe, 
And humbler, not leſs touching, ſcenes explore, 


The dear domeſtic joys that glad the ſoul, 
The chearing ſmiles of friendſhip, let me prove; 


Though Gill one wiſh will reign to crown the Whole, 


Would Heav'n, propitious, grant Maria's love,” 


Preſumptuous wiſh ! to think a nymph ſo fair, 
So elegant in form, ſo pure in mind, | 

Could aught but pity or compaſſion ſpare, 
Nor aught I more than friendſhip hope to find, 


Then why complain? if Friendſhip's holy flame, 
Or kind attention, could content my ſoul z 

| Reaſon wovld bid me urge no farther claim, 

Forbid the ſigh to heave, th: tear to roll, 


Vet vain the maxims Reaſon would oppoſe, 
And vain to Hope, though ſtill I bleſs my chain, 
Eben thou, Reflection, doſt but aid my wocs 
Too weak thy influence, too fix'd my pain, 
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But yet, ſweet ſoother, though thou canſt not cure; | 
Oh! let thy ſoft'ning power to aid me move; 


[FE Thy healing balm ſhall help me to endure 


Chill Penury's keen touch and hopcleſs Love, 


Bring with thee Charity, ſweet, dove-ey'd maid ! 
And Pity, weeping at another's pain ; 


Let Hope attend thy train with uprais'd head; 


So ſhall my heart the heaving ſigh reſtrain, 


3 Oh; lead me oft where want and fickneſs lie, 
| Y \ Forſaken by the proud, the rich, the gays 


e whole, | 3 Though low my ſtate, I can afford the figh : 


Though poor to miſcry I've a tear to pay. 


3 Be it my pride within thy humble ſphere { 


To lend to drooping age the aiding hand ! 


I To wipe from miſery's eye the guthing tear, 


Nor e'er the ſtill ſmall voice of grief withſtand. 


I Oh | bleſt ſenſations; balm to fecling minds. 


To comfort and to ſoothe the couch of woe, 


The luxuries which the good man ever finds, 


Be they my lot, let them my heart o' erflow. 


i Thus by thy aid my days ſhall glide away, 


Nor riches, fame, nor honour do I crave; 


1 Chear'd by thy ſmile I'll chaunt my penſive lay, 


And ſteal contented to my humble grave. 
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EDWIN AND EMMA, 
BY DAVID MALLET, 


AR in the windings of a vale 
Faſt by a ſhelt'ring wood, 
The ſafe retreat of health and peace, 
An humble cottage ſtood, 


There beauteous Emma flouriſh'd fair, 
Beneath a mcthers eye; 

Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 
To ſee her bleſt and die. 


The ſofteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads 

Gave colour to her cheek: ; 
| Such orient colour ſmiles through heav'n. 
i When vernal mornings break. | 


| | Nor let: the pride of great ones ſcorn 3 The 
| W | This charmer of the plains : I * 
i That fun who bids her diamond blaze, 14 Was 

| | To paint our lily deigns, r 

| Long had ſhe fill'd each youth with love, Lon 

| Each maiden with deſpair; A 

| And though by all a wonder own'd, | The 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair, H 
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Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains, 
A ſoul devoid of art ; 

And from whoſe eye ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 


A mutual flame was quickly caught; 
Was quickly too reveal'd: 

For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh 
That virtue keeps conceal'd, 


Wat happy hours of home-felt bliſs 
1 Did love on both beſtow ! 

| But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where Fortune proves a foe. 


is fiſter, who, like Envy form'd, 

3 Like her in miſchief joy d, 
To work them harm, with wicked ſuh ill, 
Fach darker art employ'd, 


The father, too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 

Was all-unfeeling as the clod 
From whence his riches grew, 


Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 
And ſaw it long unmov'd: 
Then with a father's frown at laſt 
Had ſternly diſapprov'd. 
O 
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In Edwin's gentle heart a war 
Of different paſſions ſtrove : 
His heart that durſt not diſobey, 
Yet could nor ceaſe to love, 


Deny'd her fight he oft behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept: 

To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept, 


Oft, too, on Stanmore's wintry watte 
Beneath the moonlight ſhade, 

Tn fighs to pour his ſoſten'd ſoul, 
The midnight mourner ſtray'd. 


His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd 
A deadly pale o'ercaſt: | 

So fades the freih roſe in its prime, 
Before the northern blaſt, 


7 


The parents now, with late remorſe 
Hung o'er his dying bed ; 

And weary'd Hea\*a with fruitleſs vows, 
And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed, 


*Tis paft, he cry'd—but if your ſouls 
Sweet mercy yet can move, 

Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 
What they muſt ever bz | 


She carr 
| And | 
| Faſt fall! 
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She came: his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 

Faſt falling o'er the primoſe pale, 

So morning dews appear, 


| But lo! his ſiſter's jealous care, 


A cruel ſiſter ſhe ; 


| Forbad what Emma came to ſay ; 


« My Edwin, live for me.“ 


N Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 


The church-yard path along, 


” The blaſt blew. cold, the dark ow!) ſcream'd 


Her lover's funeral ſong, 


8 

Amid the falling gloom of night, 
| q Her flattring fancy found 

In every buſh his hov'ring ſhade, 


His groan in every ſound, 


Alone, appal'd, thus had ſhe paſs'd 


The vifionary vale—— 


3 When, lo! the death-bell ſmote her ns 


Sad-ſounding in the gale: 


| ut then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, 
Her aged mother's door' 


I He's gone | ſhe cry'd; and I ſhall ſee 
That angel-face no more! 
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J feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my fide 

From her white arm down ſunk her head : 
She, ſhivering, ſigh'd—and died. 


POLLIO. 
BY MICKLE, 


HE peaceful evening breathes her balmy ſtore, 
The playful ſchool-boys wanton o'er the green, 
Where ſpreading poplars ſhade the cottage door, 
The villagers in ruſtic joy convene.. 


Amid the ſecret windings of the wood, 
With ſolemn Meditation let me ſtray; 

This is the hour when, to the wiſe and good, 
The heavenly maid repays the toils of day, 


The river murmurs, and the breathing gale 
Whiſpers the gently waving boughs among : 
The ftar of evening glimmers o'er the dale, 
Aud leads the filent hoſt of heaven along. 


How bright emerging o'er yon broom-clad height, 
The ſilver empreſs of the night appears 

Von limpid pool reflects a ſtream of light, 
And faintly in its breaſt the woodland bears. 
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| The waters rumbling o'er their rocky bed, 

* Solemn and conſtant from the dell refund; 

| The lonely hearths blaze o'er the diſtant: glade ; 
The bat, low-wheeling, ſkims the duſky ground, 


| Auguft and hoary, o'er the ſloping dale, 
The Gothic abbey rears its ſculptur'd towers; 
Dull through the roots reſound the whiſtling gale, 
Dark Solitude among the pillars lours. 


ſtore, Where yon old trees bend o'er a, place of graves, 
the green, And ſolemn ſhade a chapel's ſad remains, 
Tp Where yon ſcath'd poplar through the window waves 
And, twining round, the hoary arch ſuſtains, 
| There oft, at dawn, as one fargot behind, 
Who. longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 
| Some hoary ſhepherd, o'er his ſtaff reclin'd, 
Pores on the graves, and ſighs a broken prayer, 


> 
A 


4 
* 


7 High o'er the pines, that with their darkening ſhade 
4 Surround yon craggy. bank, the caſtle rears 

Its crumbling turrets : ſtill its towery head 

A warlike mein, of ſullen grandeur. wears, 


aht, ; So, midſt the ſnow. of age, a boaſtſul air 
| E Still on the war worn vet'ran's brow attends 2 
| Still his big bones his youthful prime declare, 
£ Tnough trembling. o'er:the feeble crutch he bends. 
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Wild round the gales the duſky wall-flowers creep, 
Where oft the knights the beauteous dames have led; 

Gone is the bower, the grot a ruin'd heap, 
Where bays and ivy o'er the fragments ſpread, 


*T was here our fires, exulting from the fight, 
Great in their bloody arms march'd o'er the lea, 

Eying their reſcu'd fields with proud delight ! 
Now loſt to them! and ah! how chang'd to me 


This bank, the river, and the fanning breeze, 
The dear idea of my Pollio bring; 

So ſhone the moon through the ſoft nodding trees, 
When here we wander'd in the eves of ſpring. 


When April's ſmiles the flowery lawn adorn,. 

And modeſt cowſlips deck the ftreamlets fide ; 
When fragrant orchards to the roſeat morn 

Unfold their bloom, in heaven's own colours dy'd, 


So fair a bloſſom, in gentle Pollio wore, - 

Theſe were the emblems of his healthful mind 
To him the letter'd page diſplay'd its lore, 

To him bright Fancy all her wealth reſign'd; 


Him, with her pureſt flames the Mufe endow'd, 
Flames never to th' illiberal thought ally'd; 
The ſacred fifters Jed where Virtue glow'd 
In all her charms : he ſaw, he felt, and dy'd, 
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Oh, partner of my infant griefs and joys ! 
Big with the ſcenes now paſt, my heart o'er flows. 

Bids each endearment, fair as once to riſe, - 
And dwells luxurious on her melting woes : 


Oft with the riſing ſun, when life was new, 
Along the woodland have I roam'd with thee: 

Oft by the moon have bruſhed the evening dew, 
When all was fearleſs innocence and glee. 


The ſainted well, where yon bleak hill declines, 
Bas oft been conſcious of thofe happy hours ! 
But now the hill, the river crown'd with pine, 
And fainted well, have loft their chearing powers; 


For thou art gone. My guide, my friend! oh, where, 

Where haft thou fled, and leit me here behind? 

My tendereſt with ; my heart to thee was bare, 
Ob! now cut off each paſſage to thy mind ! 


How dreary is the gulph ! how dark, how void, 
The trackleſs ſhores that never were repaſs'd ; 

Dread ſeparation ! on the depth untry'd 
Hope faulters, and the foul recoils aghaſt j 


Wide round the ſpacious heaven's I caſt my eyes: 
And ſhall. theſe ſtars glow with immortal fire ! 

Still ſhine the lifeleſs glories of the ſkies 

And could thy bright, thy living ſoul expire? 
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Far be the thought! The pleaſures moſt ſublime. 
The glow of friendſhip and the virtuous tear, 
The towring wiſh that ſcorns the' bounds ef time, 

Chill'd in this vale of death, but languiſh here 


So plant the vine on Norway's wint'ry land, 
The languid ftranger feebly buds and dies: 

Yet there's aclime where Virtue ſhall expand 
With godlike ſtrength beneath her native ſkies ! 


The lonely ſhepherd on the mountain's ſide, 
With patience waits the roſy opening day; 
The mariner at midnight's dark ſume tide, 
With cheerful hope expects the morning ray: 


Thus I, on life's ſtorm-beaten ocean touſs'd, 
In mental viſion view the happy ſhore, - 
Where Pollio beckons to the peaceful coaſt, 
Where fate and death divide the friends no more 


Oh” that ſome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, 
Who now, perhaps frequents this ſolemn grove, 
Would tell the awful ſecrets of the dead 
And from my eyes the mortal film remove 


Vain is the wiſh—yet ſurely not in vain 


Man's boſom glows with that celeſtial fire, 


Which ſcorns earth's Juxuries, which-ſmiles at pain, 


And wings his ſpirit with ſublime deſire ! 
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still, O my ſoul; fill be thy dear employ ; 


Still thus to wander through the ſhades be thine, 


And ſwell thy breaſt with viſionary joy! 


So to the dark-brow'd wood, or ſacred mount, 


| 3 In ancient days, the holy ſeers retir'd ; 


And led in viſion, drank at Siloe's fount, 


While riſing extaſies their boſom fir'd: 


| Reſtor'd creation bright before them roſe, 


The burning deſerts ſmil'd as Eden's plains, 


7 One friendly ſhade the wolf and lambkin choſe, 


The flowery mountain ſung, 5 Meſhah reigns !? 


q Though fainter raptures my cold breaft inſpire, 
Vet let me oft frequent his ſolemn ſcene ; 
Oft to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, 


What time the moonſhine dimly gleams between; 


There where the croſs in hoary ruin nods, 


And weeping yews oer fhade the letter'd ſtones. 


| 1 While midnight ſilence wraps theſe drear abodes, 


And ſoothes me wanening der my kindred bones; 


Let kindled Oe view this glorious moon 
Wben from the burſting graves the juſt ſhall riſe, 
All Nature ſmiling and by angels borne, 
Meſſiah's croſs far blazing o'er the ſkies ! 
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EDWIN axp ANGELINA. 


BY GOLDSMITH, 


URN, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
© And guide my lonely way 


© To where yon taper chears the vale 
© With hoſpitable ray, 


For here forlorn and loſt I tread, 
With fainting ſteps and ſlow ; 
© Where wilds immeaſurably ſpread, : 
« Seem length'ning as I go,!— 


© Forbear my ſon the hermit cries, 
To tempt the dangerous gloom ! 
For yonder phantom only flies 

© To lure thee to thy doom. 


© Here to the bouſeleſs child of want 
My door is open ſtill, 

© And though my portion is but ſcant, 
(I give it with good will. 


© Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
© Whate'er my cell beſtows: 

My ruſhy couch and frugal. fare, 
(My bleſſing and repoſe, 
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: "0008; 
1 No flocks that range the valley free 10 
z © To ſlaughter I condemn - Wh 
* © Taught by that Power that pities me, 10 
I learn to pity them: ils 
5 0 
| | But frem the mountains graſſy ſide wi 
A A guiltleſs feat I bring; 14 


AA ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 


F And water from the ſpring. 

9 * Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; 
7 © All earth-born cares are wrong: | 

2 Man wants but little here below, 


Nor wants that little long,*— 


Soft as the dew from heaven deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell; 


| 3 The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far in wildcrneſs obſcure 


3 b The lonely manſion lay; 
; { A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
| And ftrangers led aſtray” 

Vo ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
| : Requir'd a maſter's care 
3 The wickct op'ning with a teh 


Receiv'd a harmleſs pair 
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And now when buſy crouds retire 
To take their evening reſt, 

The hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And chear'd his penſive gueſt ; 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gaily preſs'd, and ſmil'd; 
And ſkill'd in legendary lore, 

The ling'ring hours beguil'd, 


Around, in ſympathetic mirth, 

Its tricks the kitten tries; 
The cricket chirrups in the earth, 
The cracklirg faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart, 
To ſoothe the ſtranger's woe; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


His riſing cares, the Hermit ſpy'd 
With anſwering care oppreſs'd ; | 
And whence, unhappy youth,” he cry'd 
The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
© Reluctant doft thou rove ? 

Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love? 
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£ : | . 
7 * Alas; the joys that fortune brings 


Are trifling, and decay; 


2 And thoſe Who prize the paltry things 


* More trifling ſtill than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name. 


© A charm that lulls to fleep : 


3 A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 


And leaves the wretch to weep, 


And love is ſtill an emptier found, 

© The modern fair- one's jeſt ; 
On earth unſeen, or only found 

© To warm the turtle's neſt, 


For ſhame, found youth! thy forrows huſhy 
And ſpurn the ſex ' he ſaid : 

But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh. 
His love-lorn gueſt betray'd, 


Surpris'd he ſees new beauties riſes 
Swift mantling tc the view, 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, — as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms ; 
The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſs'd 
A maid in all her charms, 
P 
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« And, ah | forgivea ſtranger rude, 
© A wretch forlorn,” ſhe cry'd, 

© Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
© Where Heaven and you reſide : 


© But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
© Whom love has taught to ſtray; 

© Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 
© Companion of her way. 


My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 
A wealthy lord was he: 


And all his wealth was mark' d as mine, 


Ale had but only me. 


To win me from his tender arms, 
© Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And felt, or feign'd, a flame. 


«© Each hour a mercenary croud 
With richeſt proffors ſtrove; 
Among the reſt young Edwin bow d, 
But never talk'd of love. 


In humbleſt, ſimpleſt habit clad, 
No wealth or power had he; 

© Witdom and worth were all he has 
But theſe were all to me, | 
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| . The bloſſom opening to the day, 

# * The dews of heaven refin'd, 
(could nought of purity diſplay 

1 To emulate his mind. 
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Ihe dew, the bloſſoms of the tree, 

? © With charms inconſtant ſhine 3 
{Their charms were his; but, woe to me! 

1 Their conſtancy was mine. 


| For ſtill I try'deach fickle art, 

'# © Importunate and vain ; 

| And while his paſſion ouch? d my heart, 
1 E art d in his pain: 


ö Tin quite dejected with my ſcorn, 


He left me to my pride, 0 

And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 5 
1 In ſecret where he died, 1 
2 . 
But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault! 5 1 


And well my life ſhall pay; 
1 1 11 ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
And ftretch me where he lay! 


And there forlorn, diſpairing hid, 
I lay my down and die. 
was fo for me that Edwin did, 

7 * And ſo for him will I! 
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© Forbid it, Heaven l' the Hermit cry'd, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt : 

The wond'ring fair-one turn'd to chide: 
*I'was Edwin's ſelf that preſs'd 


© Turn, Angelina, ever dear; 
My charmer turn to ſce 
Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
_ © Reftor'd to love and thee, 


* Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
© And every care reſign: 


And ſhall we never, never part, 


My life—my all that's mine! 


Fo, never from this hour to part; 
©We'll hve and love ſo true, 

The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart 
Shall break thy Edwin's too !? 
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Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought, 

And of unthinking ſubftance, born with thought ? 
By motion which began without a cauſe 
©orremely wiſe, without deſign or laws? 

Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood 

A branching channel, with a mazy flood? 

The purple ſtream that through my veſſels glides, 
Dull and unconſcious flows like common tides ; 
The pipes through which the circling juices ſtr2y 
Are not that thinking I, no more than they ; 
This frame compacted with tranſcendent ſkill, 

Of moving joints obedient to my will, 

Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like yonder tree, 
Waxes and waſtes ; I call it mine, not me, 

New matter ſtill the mould*ring maſs ſuſtains, 


Ihe manſion chang'd the tenant ſtill remains; 


And from the fleeting ſtream, repair'd by food, 
Diſtinct as is the ſwimmer from the flood. 
What am I then? ſure ef a noble birth. 
By parents right, I own as mother, earth; 
But claim ſuperior lineage by my ſire, 
Who warm'd the unthinking clod with heav'nly fire, 


2 Effence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay d, 


By double nature, double inſtinct ſway d : 


: With look erect, I dart my longing eye, 


Seem wing'd to part and gain my native ſky; 
I ſtrive to mount, but ſtrive alas! in vain, 
Ty'd to this maſſy globe With magic chain. 
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Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to pole, 


View worlds around-their flaming centres roll : 
What ſteady powers their endleſs motions guide, . 


Through the ſame trackleſs paths of boundleſs void 


J trace the blazing comets fiery tale, | 
And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale ; 
Theſe god-like thoughts, while eager I purſue 
Some glitt'ring trifle offer'd to my view, 

A gnat, an inſect of the meaneſt kind, 


Eraſe the new- born image from my mind: 


Some beaſtly want, craving, importunate, 
Vile as the grinning maſtit at my gate, 

Calls off from heav'aly truth this reas'ning me, 
And tells me, I'm a brute as much as he. 

Ii on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 

My ſoul above the ftarry vault I raiſe, 
Lur'd by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful luſt, 
I fag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. 

The tow'ring lark thus from her loſty ſtrain, 
Stoops to an emmet, or a barley grain, 

By adverſe guſts of jarring inſtinct toſt, 

J rove to one, now to the other coaſt; 

To bliſs unknown my lofty foul aſpires, 


My lot unequal to my vaſt deſires. 


As“ mongſt the hinds a child of royal births 
Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth; 
So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expos'd,. 
dee's, he's a king, but tis a king depos d. 
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o pole, Pity him, Beaſts! you by no Jaw conſin'd 

1: Are barr'd from devious paths by being blind; | 
de, 2 Whilſt man, through op' ning views of various ways 


s void! Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays ; 

4 Too weak to chooſe, yet chooſing ſtill in haſte, 
i One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte, 

e | 3 Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 


The flatt'ring future ſtill muſt give the joy; 

} Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, 

And ( like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 

I Whether next ſun his being ſnall reſtrain 

| 1 To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain. 

me, L Around me, lo! the thinking, thoughtleſs, crew, 
1 (Bewilder'd each) their diff'rent paths purſue; 

i Of them I aſk the woy ; the firſt replies, 
Thou art a god; and ſends me to the ſkies : 


, 5 Down on the turf, the next, thou two legg'd 8 5 
I There fix thy lot, thy bliſs and endleſs reſt: oY 
n, [4 Between theſe wide extremes, the ſlength is ſoch, 55 
I find I know too little, or too much. þ 

« Almighty pow'r by whoſe moſt wiſe command, i 
% Helplefs, forlorn, uncertain here I ſtand | | 


S 


« Take this faint glimm' ring of thyſelf away, 
Or break into my foul with perfect day!“ oh 
i This ſaid, expanded by the ſacred text, is 
The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex'd, 
3 Thus the benighted traveller that ſtrays 

j Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays; 
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The nightly miſt, and thick deſending dew, 
Parting, unſold the fields, and vaulted blue. 

4 O truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray, 

4 grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my way; 
© Thou clear'd'ſt the ſccret of my high deſcent, 
And told. me what thoſe myſtic tokens meant; 
Marks of my birth, Which J had. worn in vain,. 
Too hard for worldly ſages to explain. 

« Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' ſchemes, 
Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams 

« Unſkill'd my two- fold nature to divide, 

« One nurs'd my pleaſure, and one nurs'd my pride; 


„ Thoſe jarring truths which human art beguile, 


Thy ſacred page thus bids me reconcile.” 

Offspring of God, no leſs t hy pedigree; _ 

What thou once wert, art now, and ſtill may be te þ 
Thy God alone can tell, alone decree ; 

Faultlefs thon dropp'd'ſt from his unerring kill, 

With the bare pow'r to fin, fince free of will: 

Yet charge not with thy guilt. his bounteous love,. 

For who has pow'r to walk, has pow'r to rove: 
Who acts by force impell'd, can nought deſerve; 

And wiſdom ſhort of infinite may ſwerve. 


Left thy Creator, and the realms of light; 
Diſdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil; 
And thought to grow a god by doing ill: 
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Borne on thy new imp'd, wings, thou tookꝰſt thy flight, . | 
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Though by foul guilt thy heav'nly form defac'd, 
In nature chang'd, from happy manſions chaſ'd, 
Thou ſtill retain'& ſome ſparks of heav'nly fire, 
Joo faint to mount, yet refileſs to aſpire; 
Angel enough to ſeek thy bliſs again, 
And brute enough to make thy ſearch in vain. 
The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe, 
Some fly thee, ſome torment and ſome ſeduce z 
Repaſt ill-ſuited to ſuch different gueſts, 
For what thy ſenſe defires, thy ſoul diftaſtes ; 
Thy luft, thy curioſity, thy pride, 
Curb'd or deferr'd, or baulk'd, or gratify'd, 
Rage on, and make thee equally unbleſs'd, 


In what thou want'ſt, and what thou haſt poſſeſs'd, 


In vain thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod, 
Return and ſeek thy Fathe and thy God; 
Yet think not to regain thy native ſky, 

2 Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy ; 

. Myſterious paſſage ! hid from human eyes; 
Soaring you'll fink, and ſinking you will riſe: 
Let humble thoughts thy wary footſteps guide 
Repair by meckueſs what you. loſt by pride, 
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ODE. 
10 


„„ 


AIL bluſhing Goddeſs, beautcous ſpring, 
. 4 Who in thy jocund train doſt bring 

Love and graces, ſmiling hours 

Balmy breezes, fragrant flowers. 

Come with tints of roſeate hue, 

Nature's faded charms renew. 
Yet why ſhould I thy preſence hail ? 

To me no more the breathing gale 

Comes fraught with ſweets, no more the roſe- 

With ſuch tranſcendent beauty blows, 

As when Cadenus bleſt the ſcene, 

And ſhar'd with me thoſe joys ſerene, 

When, unperceiv'd, the lambent fire 

Of friendſhip kindled new deſire ; 

Still liſtening to his tuneful tongue, 


The truths which angels might have ſung. 


Divine impreſt their gentle ſway, 
And ſweetly ſtole my ſoul away, 
My guide, inſtructor, lover friend, 
(Dear names) in one idea blend; 

Oh ! till conjoin'd, your incenſe riſe,. 
And waft ſweet odours to the ſkies, 
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AN 
EXORDIUM, 


ROM THE INSTITUTES OP 
TIMOUR, zmytror or HINDOSTAN. 
TRANSLATED 


BY MAYOR DAVY. 


N the name of him whoſe name is the refuge of the 
ſouls of the faithful ; 

Whoſe praiſe is the ornament of eloquent tongues, 

The moſt high, the only God, the eternal, the om» 
niſcient ; | | 

He who beſtoweth ſtrength and power on the feeble 

and the helpleſs. | 

The heavens he illumines with multitudes of conſtel- 
lations ; | | 

And with the human race he decorateth the earth, as 
with ſtars. 

He who prepar'd the vaulted roof of the revolving 

» ſphere, | 

Who rais'd up the quadruple fola of the elements, 

He who gives fragrance to the boſom of the roſe. bud, 

And ornamenteth the parent-ſhrub with wreaths of 
flowers. 

He waveth the garment for the brides of the ſpring, 

And teacheth the graceful cypreſs to ere& his head on 
the border of the lake, 
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He crowneth with ſucceſs the virtuous intention, 
And humbleth the pride of the ſelf-conceited. 
He accompanies the ſolitude of thoſe who watch the 
midnight taper; 

He paſſeth the day with the children of affliction, 
From the ſea of his bounty iſſues the vernal cloud, 
Which waters alike the thorn and the jeſſamine. 
From the repoſitory of his beneficence proceeds the 
autumnal gale, 
Which beſpangles with gold the carpet of the garden 
It is his preſence that enflameth the orb of day, 
1 From whence every atom derives its light. 

Should he hide his countenance from the two great 
luminaries of the world, 
Their mighty ſpheres would deſcend quick into the 
area of annihilation; 

From the vault of heaven to the center of the earth, 
Which ever way we direct our 2 and imagina- 
tion, 

Whether we deſcend or haſten upwards. 
We ſhall net diſcover one atom uninfluenced by his 
power. 
Wiſdom is e in the contemplation of his 
eſſence; | 
The inveſtigation of his ways exceeds the powers of 
man. 
The angels bluſh at their want of comprehenſion ; 
And the heavens are aftoniſhed at their rn motion. 
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Ah, hills belov'd ! your turf, your flowers remain; 


SELECT POEMS, 169 


SONNET. 


TO THE SOUTH DOWNS IN SUSSEX, 


BY CHARLOTTE SMITH. 


H, hills belov'd where once, an happy child, 
Your beechen ſhades, © your turf, your flowers 
« among, | 
'T wove your blue-bells into garlands wild, 
And woke your echoes with my artleſs ſong. 


But can they peace to this ſad breaſt reſtore, 
'For one poor moment ſoothe the ſenſe of pain, 
And teach a breaking heart to throb no more ? 
And you, Aruna ! in the vale below. | 
As to the ſea your limpid waves you bear, 
Can you one kind Lethean cup beſtow, 
To drink a long oblivion to my care? 
Ah, no !—when all, e'en hope's laſt ray is gone, 
There's no oblivion—but in death alone ! 
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A MOORISH TALE, 
IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH. 


© OFTLY blow the evening breezes, 

| Soitly fall the dews of night; 

Yonder walks the moor Alcanzor, 
Shunning every glare of light, 


In yon palace lives fair Zaida, 

Whom he loves with flame fo pure: 
Lovelieſt ſhe of Mooriſh ladies; 
" Wei young and noble Moor, 


Waiting for the appointed minute, 
Oft he paces to and fro? : 

Stopping now, now moving forwards, 
Sometimes quick, and ſometimes flow, 


Hope and fear alternate teize him, 
Oft he ſighs with heart-felt care.— 

Sec, fond youth, to yonder window 
Softly ſteps the timorous fair, 


Lovely ſeems the moon's fair ludre, 
To the loft benig hted ſwain, 

When all filvery bright ſhe riſes, 
Gilding mountain, grove, and plain, 


ALCANZOR AND ZAIDA: 
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Lovely ſeems the ſun's full glory 
To the fainting ſeaman's eyes, 
When ſome horrid ſtorm diſperſing, 
O' er the wave his radiance flies; 


But a thouſand times more lovely 


To her longing lover's ſight, 


1 Steals half-ſcen the beauteous maiden 
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Through the glimmerings of the night, 


Tip-toe lands the anxious lover, 
Whiſpering forth a gentle ſigh: 

Alla * keep thce, lovely lady; 
Tell me, am I doom'd to die? 


Is it true the dreadful ſtory, _ 
Which thy damſel tells my page, 

That ſeduc'd by ſordid riches, _ 
Thou wilt ſell thy bloom to age? 


An old lord from Antiquera 
Thy ſtern father brings along ; 
But canſt thou inconſtant Zaida, 
Thus conſent my love to wrong ? 


If *tis true now plainly tell me, 
Nor thus trifle with my woes ; 
Hide not then from me the ſecret, 
Which the world ſo clearly knows, 


* Alla is the Mu f tn name ef GOD. 
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Deeply ſigh'd the conſcious _ 
While the pearly tears deſcend : 
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| Wl Ah! my lord, too true the ſtory ; - 
1 Here our tender loves muſt end. 
(i [ Our fond friendſhip is diſcover'd, 4 
1 | Well are known our mutual vows ;- 
1 All my friends are full of fury, 4 
1 Storms of paſſion ſhake the houſe. 1 
[ | 1 Threats, reproaches, fears, ſurround me; : 
1 My ſtern father breaks my heart! 1 6 
io Alla knows how dear it coſt me, ; Take 
l j | Generous youth, from thee to part. 3 boy 
| 4 | Ancient wounds of hoſtile fury I om 
\ | Long have rent our houſe and thine ; - + ©) 
| ; 1 | Why then did thy ſhining merit : | 2 
lll 5 | Win this tender heart of mine? | 5 
[ 1 | Well thou know'ſt how dear I lov'd thee, 7 5 
„ Spite of all their hateful pride, ö 83 
1 Though I fear'd my haughty father i ; 
| Is | Ne'er would let me be thy bride, 
ll 2 Well thou know'ft what cruel chidings : _ 
Oft I've from my mother borne, | N. 
What I've ſuffer'd here to meet thee. Ws 1 
Still at eve and early morn. 1 
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I no longer may reſiſt them; 
All, to force my hand combine 


And to-morrow to thy rival 
This weak frame I muſt reſign. 


Yet think not thy faithful Zaida 


Can ſurvive ſo great a wrong; 
Well my breaking heart aſſures me 
That my woes will not be long. 


Farewel then, my dear Alcanzor | 

_ Farewel too my life with thee ! 

Take this ſcarf, a parting token ; 
When thou wear'ſt it think on me, 


Soon, lov'd youth, ſome worthier maide: 


Shall reward thy generous truth ; 
Sometimes tell her how thy Zaida 
Died for thee in prime of youth! 


To him, all amaz'd, confounded, 
Thus ſhe did her woes impart; 


Deep he ſigh'd, then cried, O Zaida! 


Do not, do not, break my heart! 


Canſt thou think I thus will loſe three 2 


Cant thou hold my love ſo (mall ? 
No! a thouſand times I'll periſh !— 
My curſt rival too fhall fall. 
Q 3 
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Canſt thou, wilt thou yield thus to them? 
O break forth, and fly to me! 

This fond heart ſhall bleed to ſave thee, 
Theſe fond arms ſhall ſhelter thee, 


"Tis in vain, in vain, Alcanzor, 
Spies ſurround me, bars ſeeure; 
Scarce I ſteal this laſt dear moment, 
While my damſel keeps the door. 


Hark, I hear my father ſtorming | 
Hark, I hear my mother chide | 
J muſt go: farewel for ever! 
Gracious Alla be thy guide! 


E I. EG N 
ON THE 


DEATH 


OF 


LADY COVENTRY. 
BV MASON. 


the bell 


It pauſes now; and now, with riſing knell, 
Flings to the hollow gale its ſullen ſound, 
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1 HE midnight clock has toll'd; and hark! 


Of death beats flow ! keard ye the note profound ? 
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Yes; Coventry is dead. Attend the ſtrain. 
Daughters of Albion ! ye that, light as air, 

So oft have tripp'd in ber fantaſtic train, 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 


For ſhe was fair beyond your brighteſt bloom 


(This envy owns, fince now her bloom is fled 
Fair as the forms that wove in fancy's loom, 
Float in light viſion round the poet's head, 


Z Whene'er with ſoft ſerenity ſhe ſmil'd, 


Or caught the orient bluſh of quick ſurpriſe, 
How ſweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 
The liquid luſtre darted from her eyes! 


Each look, each motion, wak'd a new- born grace 


That o'er her form its tranſient glory caft : 
Some lovelier wonder ſoon uſurp'd the place, 
Chas'd by a charm Rill lovelier than the laſt, 


That bell again It tells us what ſhe is; 
On what ſhe was, no more the ſtrain prolong ; 
Luxuriant fancy pauſe ! an hour like this 
Demands the tribute of a ſerious ſong. 


Maria claims it from that fable bier, 


Where cold and wan the ſlumb'rer reſts her head, 


In till ſmall whiſpers to reflection's ear 
She breaths the ſolemn dictates of the dead. 
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O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud 
Proclaim the theme by ſage, by fool, rever'd : 
Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud ! 
*Tis nature ſpeaks, and nature will be heard. 
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Yes; ye ſhall hear, and tremble as you hear, 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting leap ; 
Ee'n in rhe midſt of pleaſure's mad career, 

The mental monitor ſhall wake and. weep | 


For ſay, than Coventry's propitious ſtar 
What brighter planet on your births aroſe ? 
Or gave of fortune's gifts an ampler ſhare, 

In life to laviſh, or by death to loſe ? 


Early to loſe, while, borne on buſy wing, 

Ye ſip the nectar of each varying bloom; 

Nor fear, while baſking in the beams of Spring, 
The wint'ry ſtorm that ſweeps you to the tomb; 


Think of her fate | revere the heav'nly hand 

That led her hence, though ſoon, by ſteps ſo flow ; 
Long at her couch Death took his patient ſtand, 
And menac'd oft, and oft with-held the blow: 


To give reflection time, with lenient art, 

Each fond delufion from her ſoul to fteal ; 
Teach her from folly peaceably to part, 

And wean her from a world ſhe loy'd ſo well. 
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Who proudly ſwell the brazen throat of war, 
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Say, are ye ſure his mercy ſhall extend 
To you ſo long a ſpan? Alas, ye ſigh! 

Make then, while yet ye may, your God your friend, 
And learn with equal eaſe to ſleep or die! 
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Nor think the muſe, whoſe ſober voice ye hear, 
Contracts with bigot frown her ſullen brow ; 

Caſts round religion's orb the miſts of fear, 
Or ſhades with horrors what with ſmiles ſhould glow. 


No; ſhe would warm you with ſeraphic fire, | 
Heirs as ye are of Heaven's eternal day; | | 
Would bid you boldly to that heav'n afpire, Ki 
Not fink and ſlumber in your cells of clay, | 1 | 

| 


Know, ye were form'd to range yon azure field, 1 
In yon ætherial founts of bliſs to lave: f 
Force then, ſecure in faith's protecting ſhield, = F 
The ſting from death, the vict'ry fiom the grave! 1 
Is this the bigots rant? Away ye vain, 
Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulneſs bey ; 


Go ſooth your ſouls in ſickneſs, grief, or pain, 
With the ſad ſolace of eternal ſleep ! 5 


Yet will I praiſe you, triflers as ye are, 
More than thoſe preachers of your fav'rite creed, 


Who from the phalanx, bid the battle blecd. 
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Nor wiſh for more ; who conquer but who die. 
, Hear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the tale ! 

Like you they reaſon, not like you enjoy 

The breeze of bliſs that fills your ſilken ail; 
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On pleaſure's glitt'ring ſtream ye gaily ſteer 

Your little courſe to cold oblivion's ſhore ; 

They dare the ſtorm, and through th' inclement year 
Stem the rough ſurge, and brave the torrents roar, 


Is it for glory that ſad fate denies : 

Long muſt the warrior moulder in his ſhroud, 
Ere from her trump the heay'n breath'd accents riſe, 
That liſt the hero from the fighting crowd! 


Is it his graſp of empire to extend ? 

To curb the fury of inſulting foes ? 
Ambition ceaſe ! the idle conteſt end: 

Tis but a kingdom thou canſt win or loſe. 


And why muſt murder'd myriads loſe their all 
(lf life be all!) why defolation low'r 

With famiſh'd frown on this affrighted ball, 
That thou may'ſt flame the meteor ef an hour? 


Go, wiſer ye that flutter life away, 

Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high 
Weave the light dance, with feſtive freedom gay, 
And live your moment, ſince the next ve die 
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Yet know, vain ſceptics! know the Almighty Mind, 
Who breath'd on man a portion of his fire, 
Bade his free ſou], by earth nor time confin'd : 


To heav'n, to immortality aſpire. 


Nor ſhall the pile of hope his mercy rear'd 
By vain philoſophy be cer deſtroy'd 
Eternity, by ail or wiſh'd or fear'd, 
Shall be by all or ſuffer'd or enjoy'd! 


— —— — Gi | 
THE DRUM 1 
lf 
BY SCOTT. [ 
1 HATE that drum's diſcordant ſound, | i 
Parading round, and round, and round ; 4 
To thoughtleſs youth it pleaſure yields, i} 
And lures from cities and from fields, [1 


To ſell their liberty for charms 
Of tawdry lace and glittering arms, 
And when ambition's voice commands, 
To march, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands. 


T hate that drum's diſcordant ſound, 
Parading round, and round, and round, 
To me it talks of ravag'd plains, 

And burning towns, andruin'd {wains, 
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And mangled limbs, and dying groans, 


And widow's tears, and orphan's moans ! 


And all that Miſery's hand beſtows, 
To fill the catalogue of human woes. 


EDWIN axp ELTRUDA. 


BY HELEN WILLIAMS. 


9 WAS eaſy in her looks to trace 


An emblem of her mind: 
There dwelt each mild attractive grace, 
Each gentle grace combin'd, 


Soft as the morning dews ariſe, 


And on the pale flower gleam, 
So ſoft ſo ſweet her melting eyes 
With love and pity beam. 


As far retir'd the lonely flower 
Smiles in the deſert vale, 

And blows its balmy ſweets to pour 
Upon the flying gale; 


So liv'd in ſolitude unſeen 
This lovely peerleſs maid ; 

So ſweetly grac'd the vernal ſcene, 
And bloſſom” d in the ſhade. 
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Yet love could pierce the lone receſs, 


For there he loves to dwell ; 
He ſcorns the noiſy crowd to bleſs. 
And ſeeks the lonely cell, 


There only his reſiſtleſs dart 
In all its powers is known; 
His empire ſays each willing heart: 
They live to love alone, 


| Edwin of every grace poſleſt, 


Firſt taught her heart to prove 
That gentle paſſion of the breaſt, 
To feel the power of love. 


| Though few the paſtures he poſſeſt, 


Though ſcanty was his tore, 


Though wealth ne'er ſwell'd his hoarded cheſts 


Edwin could boaſt of more! 


Edwin could boaſt the liberal mind, 
The generous ample heart ; 

And every virtue heav'n inclin'd 
To bounty, can impart. | 


The maxims of the ſervile age, 
The mean, the ſelfiſh care, | 
The ſordid views that now engage 


The mecenary pair, 
-R 


Whom riches can unite or part, 
To them was all unknown; 

For then the ſympathetic heart 
Was link'd by love alone. 


They little knew that wealth had power 
To mak the conttant rove ; 

They little knew the ſplendid dower 
Could add a bliſs to love. 


They little knew the human breaſt 
Could pant for ſordid ore ; 

Or, of a faithful heart poſſeſt, 

Could ever wiſh for more. 


And though her peerleſs beauty warms 
His heart to love inclin'd ; 

Not leſs he felt the laſting charms, 
The beauties of her mind 


Not leſs his gentle ſoul approv'd 
The virtues glowing there ; 

For ſurely virtue to be lov'd 
Needs only to appear, 


The ſweets of dear domeſtic bliſs 

| Each circling hour beguil'd ; 

| And meek-ey'd Hope, and inward Peace, 
On the lone manſion ſmil'd. 
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' Oft o'er the daiſy-ſprinkled mead, 


They wander'd far away, 
Some lambkin to the fold to lead, 
That haply chanc'd to firay, 


Her heart, where pity lov'd to dwell, 
With ſadneſs oft was wrung ; 
For the bruis'd inſect as it fell, 
Her ſoft tear trembling hung. 


As roving o'er the flow'ry waſte, 
A ſigh would heave her breaft 

The while her gentle hand replac, d. 
The linnet's falling neſt, | 


Then would ſhe ſeek the vernal bow'r, 
And haſte with tender care, 

To nurſe ſome pale declining flow'r, 
Some op'ning bloſſom rear, 


And oft with eager ſteps ſhe flies 
To chear the lonely cot, 


Where the poor widow pours her ſighs, | 


And wails her hapleſs lot, 


Their weeping mother's trembling knees 
Her liſping infants claſp ; 
Their meek imploring look ſhe ſees, 
She feels their tender grafp, 
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Wild throbs her aching boſom ſwell, 
They mark the burfting figh— 

(Nature has form'd the foul to feel) 
They weep unknowing why,— 


Her hands the lib'ral boon impart, 
And much her tear avails | 

To ſooth the mourner's burſting heart, 
Where feeble utterance fails. 

On the pale cheek where hung the tear 
Of agonizing woe, 

She bids the guſh of joy riſe there, 
The tear of — flow. 


If greater | plenty to impart, 

She Cer would Heav'n implore, 

*T was dply that her ample heart 
Still painted to do more. 


Thus ſoft the gliding moments flew, 

(Though love would court their ſtay) 

While ſome new virtue roſe to view. 
And mark'd each fleeting day, 


Peace, long condemned the world to roam, 
Like the poor wand'ring dove, 

Here ſoftly-reſting found a _ 
And wiſh'd no more to rove. 
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The youthful poet's ſoothing dream 
Of youthful ages paſt, 
The Muſes' fond ideal theme 
Was realiz'd at laſt, 
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YOUNG LADY. 
BY LOG AN- 


NTIMELY gone! for ever fled "| 
| The roſes of the cheek ſo red, 
; Th' affection warm, the temper mild, 
The ſweetneſs that in ſorrow ſmil'd, 


Alas the cheek where beauty glow'd ll 
The heart where poodneſs overflow'd 10 
A clod amid the valley lies, 35 


And & duſt to duſtꝰ the mourner cries, 


| O from thy Kindred early torn, 
And to thy grave untimely borne ! 
| Vaniſh'd for ever from my view, 
Thou fiſter of my ſoul adieu, 
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Pair with my firſt ideas twin'd, * 
Thine image oft will meet my mind; 


And while rememberance brings thee near. 


Affection ſad will drop a tear. 


How oft does ſorrow bend the head, 
Before we dwell among the dead; 
Scarce in the years of manly prime, 
I've often wept the wrecks of time. 


What tragic tears bedew the eye, 
Whit deaths we ſuffer ere we die; 
Our broken friendſhip we deplore, 
Aud love of youth that are no more. 


No after- friendſhip e' er can raiſe 

Th' endearments of our early days: 

And ne'er the heart ſuch fondneſs prove, 
As when it firit began to love. | 


Affection dies, a vernal flower; 
And love, the bloſſom of an hour; 
The ſpring of fancy cares controul, 
And mar the beauty of the ſoul. 


Vers'd in the commerce of deceit, 
How ſoon the heart forgets to beat; 
The blood runs cold at int'reſt's call, 
They look with egual eyes on all. 
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Ye Gods! whatever ye witho d, 
Let my affection ne'er grow old; 
Ne'er may the human glow depart, 
Nor nature yield to frigid art ! 


Still may the generous boſom burn, 
Though doom'd to bleed o' er beauty's urn; 
And ſtill the, friendly face appear, 

Though moiſten'd with a tender tear 


1 E 
HERMIT Ax p n 1s DOG, 
BY PRATT. 


FN life's fair morn, I knew an aged ſeer, 
Who ſad and lonely paſs'd his joyleſs year, 
Betray' d, heart-broken, from the world he ran, 
And ſhunn'd, oh dire extreme, the face of man; 
Humbly he rear'd his hut within the wood, 
Hermit his veſt, a hermit's was his food. 
Nitch'd in the corner of the gelid cave 
Where chilling drops the rugged rock ſtone lave; 
Hour after hour, the melancholy ſage, | 
Drop after drop to reckon, would engage 
The ling' ing day, and trinkling as they fell, 
A tear went with them to the narrow well; 
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” Fairwith my firſt ideas twin'd, 
Thine image oft will meet my mind; 


And while rememberance brings thee near. 


Affection ſad will drop a tear. 


How oft does ſorrow bend the head, 
Before we dwell among the dead; | 
Scarce in the years of manly prime, 
I've often wept the wrecks of time. 


What tragic tears bedew the eye, 
Wh it deaths we ſuffer ere we die ; 
Our broken friendſhip we deplore, 
And love of youth that are no more. 


No after-friendſhip e'er can raiſe 

Th' endearments of our early days: 

And ne'er the heart ſuch fondneſs prove, 
As when it firſt began to love. 


Affection dies, a vernal flower ; 
And love, the bloſſom of an hour; 
The ſpring of fancy cares controul, 
And mar the beauty of the ſoul. 


Vers' d in the commerce of deceit, 
How ſoon the heart forgets to beat; 
The blood runs cold at int'reſt's call, 
They look with equal eyes on all. 
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Ye Gods | whatever ye withod, 
Let my affection ne'er grow old; 
Ne'er may the human glow depart, 
Nor nature yield to frigid art! 


Still may the generous boſom burn, 
Though doom'd to bleed o'er beauty's urn; 
And ſtill the, friendly face appear, 

Though moiſten'd with a tender tear 
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HERMIT AND His DOG, 
"BY PRATT. 


N life's fair morn, I knew an aged ſeer, | 
Who ſad and lonely paſs'd his joyleſs year, 
Betray'd, heart-broken, from the world he ran, 
And ſhunn'd, oh dire extreme, the face of man; 
Humbly he rear'd his hut within the wood, 
Hermit his veſt, a hermit's was his food. 
Nitch'd in the corner of the gelid cave | 
Where chilling drops the rugged rockftone lave; 
Hour after hour, the melancholy ſage, 
Drop after drop to reckon, would engage 
The ling'ing day, and trinkling as they fell, 
A tear went with them to the narrow well ; 
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Then thus he moraliz'd as ſlow it paſs'd, 

«© This brings me nearer Lucia than the laſt ; 

e And this, now ſtreaming from the eye,” ſaid he, 

« Oh, my lov'd child will bring me nearer thee.” 
When firſt he roam'd his dog with anxious care, 

His wand'rings watch'd, as emulous to ſhare ; 

In vain the faithful brute was bid to go, 

In vain the ſorrower ſought a lonely woe. 

The hermit pauſ'd th' attendant dog was near, 

Slept, at his feet and caught the falling tear ; 

Up roſe the hermit, up the dog would riſe, 

And every way to win a maſter tries. | 

« Then be it ſo. Come faithful fool,“ he ſaid 

One pat encourag'd and they ſought the ſhade ; 

An unfrequented thicket ſoon they found, 

And both repos'd upon the leafy ground ; _ 

Melliflous murm'rings told the fountains nigh, 

Fountains, which well a pilgrim's drink ſupply: 

And thence, by many a labyrinth is led, 

Where ev*ry tree bc/tow?d an evening bed. 

Skill'd in the chace the faithful creature brought 

What e'er at morn or mecon-light courſe he caught; 

But the ſoge lent his ſ;mpathy to all, 

Nor ſaw unweft his dumb «Tociates fall, 

He was, in ſooth the gentleſt of his kind, 

And though an hermit had a ſocial mind: 

“ And why,” ſaid he, “ muſt man ſubſiſt by prey, 

« Why ſtop yon melting muſic on the ſpray ? 
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«Why, when aſſaild by hounds and hunters cry, 


% Muſt half the harmleſs race in terrozs die? 
« Why muſt we work of innocence the woe? 


6 Still ſhall the boſom throb, theſe eyes o'erflow 2 


& A heart too tender here, from man, retires, 
« A heart that aches, if but a wren expires.”, 
Thus liv'd the maſter good, the ſervant true, 
Till to its God the maſter's ſpirit flew 
Beſide a fount which daily water gave; 


Stooping to drink, the Hermit found a grave; 


All in the running ftream his garments ſpread, 


And dark, damp verdure ill conceal'd his head 
| The faithful ſervant from that fatal day | 
Watch'd the lov'd coarſe, and hourly pin'd away: 


His head upon his maſter's cheek was found, 
While the obſtruted water mourn'd around. 


ODE 
To 
INNOCENCE. 

BY OGILVIE. 


Was when the flow declining ray 
Had ting'd the cloud with ey'ning gold ; 


No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 
No ſound difturb'd the ſleeping fold, 
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When by a murm'ring rill reclin*d 

Sat wrapt in thought a wand'ring ſwain, 
Calm peace compos'd his muſing mind; 
And thus he rais'd the flowing ſtrain ; * 


© Hail Innocence! celeſtial maid, 

© What joys thy bluſhing charms reveal! 
© Sweet, as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 

© And milder than the vernal gale, 


On thee attends a radiant choir, 
© Soft-ſmiling Peace, and downy Reſt; 


© With love that prompts the warbling lyre ! 
© And Hope, that ſooths the throbbing breaſts. 


Oh ſent from Heav'ns to haunt the grove, 


Where ſquinting Envy ne'er can come 
© Nor pines the cheek with luckleſs love, 
© Nor anguiſh chills the living bloom. 


But ſpotleſs Beauty rob'd in white, 

© Sits on yon moſs-grown hill reclin'd, 
« Serene as heavn's unſully'd light, 

© And pure as Delia's gentle mind. 


Grant, Heav'nly Pow'r ! the peaceful ſway 
May ſtill my ruder thoughts controul: 

© Thy hand to point my dubious way, 

© Thy voice to ſooth the melting ſoul, 
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© Far in the ſhady ſweet retreat | 
© Let thought beguile the ling'ring hour; 
Let Quiet court the moſly ſeat, 
And twining olives form the bow'r. 


© Let dove-ey'd Peaee her wreath beſtow, 

© And oft fit liſt'ning in the dale, 

© While Night's ſweet warbler from the bough 
© Tells to the grove her plaintive tale, 


© Soft as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt . 

© Let each conſenting paſſion move; | 
Let angels watch its ſilent reſt, | 
© And all its bliſful dreams be Love!” | 
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